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This report describes the journey of Chelsea Mahoney as a writer, along with 
the development and evolution of the half hour series Fat Camp. It analyzes 
the start of the writer’s development, to her time at the University of Texas, 
and the teachers that impacted her strongly. The writer investigates her 
insecurities and their impact on her writing. Additionally, the paper 
examines the initial concept of Fat Camp, the process of re-writing the 
script, as well as the finished product. 
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Chapter One: Welcome to the Thunderdome 
 
 I’m not going to lie. This thesis report really terrified me. I haven’t done any kind 
of long form writing like this since handing in my undergraduate thesis project on Social 
Media and the New Revolution. In addition, I had no idea what the thesis report really 
was. Was I reflecting on my writing process? Was I analyzing the rewrite of my script? 
Was I going to mess it up? So, I read a few of the previous MFA candidate’s reports, and 
realized that the door was wide open.  
 I decided to go all the way back. 
 In this report, I will analyze my journey as a writer starting from the beginning- 
the age of ten. I will discuss the first story I ever wrote. The teachers I’ve had that 
impacted my writing for the better. I will examine insecurities as a writer and as a human, 
and how those insecurities impacted my script, Fat Camp.  I will explore my rewriting 
process, and the importance of outlining a script, among many other things. Some of this 
will be very personal. Some of it will be broad. But all of it has impacted me, and in turn 











Chapter Two: Wheelchair Man 
 
 I’m an avid reader. I’ve been an avid reader for as long as I can remember. I spent 
summer vacations floating around my pool in a neon tube reading everything I could 
possibly get my hands on. One summer it was the much beloved Harry Potter series. 
Another summer it was any and every book written by Judy Blume (Forever changed my 
LIFE!). Day after day, night in and night out- I binge-read. The Flowers in the Attic 
series? Been there. Nancy Drew? Done that.  Sometimes, it was as if there weren’t 
enough words to fill my hands.  The summer before I went to high school I read strictly 
classics, poring over worn copies of 1984 and Mark Twain novels. That was when I 
realized how truly powerful words are.  
 I wrote my first story when I was ten years old. It was about this girl, who was 
new at school. She was weird. Another girl, who wasn’t new at school, noticed her 
weirdness but didn’t say anything to her friends. One night at a sleepover with the 
popular girls, the New Weird Girl killed everyone in attendance. Another Girl was the 
one who found the bodies. It was called Psycho Path because that’s the street the house 
was on where the girls were killed.  
 I had issues. Probably. 
 I wrote constantly throughout middle school and early high school. In the tenth 
grade, I took my first creative writing class with a man named Mr. Reilly. He was in a 
wheelchair and wore sunglasses indoors. We had to write every single draft of whatever 
we were working on, by hand, and in pencil. Only final copies were allowed to be typed 
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so we could “see the process.” Once, he needed to erase the top of the chalkboard, and he 
stepped out of his wheelchair to do so. All of us students started at each other 
dumbstruck. He sat down, and carried on with the lecture.  
 No one ever mentioned it. 
 Our last assignment of the semester was to write a twenty-page short story. I had 
been working on something independent of class. It was a story about a teenage girl who 
has a mental breakdown of sorts. It was called Hey Chuck. There weren’t any characters 
named Chuck. I was going through a Chuck Pahalniuk phase (I rolled my eyes as I typed 
that). I handed it in to him, piled up with everyone else’s attempt at writing, and passed 
forward to the class.  
 Over the next week, he would call students up to his desk to discuss their work. 
He called my name, and I head up there, he offered a seat to me so I obliged. He looked 
at me through his ever present sunglasses, flipped through the story as a way to mull time 
and said the three most important words to me I ever heard: 
 “You’re a writer.” 
 I smiled, and said thank you, a little embarrassed and a little confused. No one had 
ever told me I was a writer before. I had never really thought of myself as a writer before. 
Writing was just something I liked to do.  
 “Can I keep this, so that when you’re a famous writer I can say ‘she started 
here?’”  
 I laughed, and told him of course. Take it. 
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 I can’t remember any other part of the conversation. From that moment forward, I 
knew who I wanted to be. 
 I was a writer. 
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Chapter Three: My First Love 
 
 The first movie I ever saw in theaters was Snow White. I have no recollection of 
this at all, considering I was an infant. My mother claims I was captivated and didn’t 
make a peep the entire time. If what my mother says is true, than I would like to say that 
even before reading, before writing, film was my first love.  
 The earliest memory I have is lying in my mother’s bed on a rainy fall day. We 
had an illegal cable box, and we were able to get all of the pay-per-view channels. 
Playing on the television was the classic horror film, Poltergeist.  I remember clearly the 
scene in the garage. That moment when the family is hiding in the car but the table saw 
starts cutting through the roof. I wasn’t afraid. I was in love with movie magic. 
 My mother is a B-Rated horror fanatic.  Her mother, my Nonie was a B-Rated 
horror movie fanatic, a Twilight Zone obsessive, an agoraphobic insomniac who would 
stay up late playing Pong, or watching Mystery Science Theater 3000. The last time my 
grandmother left the house to be out in public was to see The Exorcist in 1973. Talk 
about dedication. 
 Film played an important part in my mother’s life, and my grandmother’s life, and 
then came to play a large role in my life, obviously. My mom exposed me to so many 
different films. From cheap horror movies, to Rocky Horror, Planet of the Apes,  to 
Thelma & Louise.  My mom loves it all. And she made sure I loved it all, too.  
 Not only did she make sure I loved it, she made sure I knew it. Film trivia was 
always a hot topic in my house growing up, as it was in my mom’s house when she grew 
up. If my mom asked, “Do you know who her daughter is?” referring to Goldie Hawn, I 
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had to know the answer (Kate Hudson, duh). We would watch movies based on director, 
doing a week of Spielberg, a week of M. Night Shyamalan- two directors who came to be 
my early favorites.  
 I would say though, that my true love for movies came when I was in middle 
school. I didn’t have many friends, so I would come home after school and watch movies. 
We still had illegal cable, now in the form of an illegal satellite dish. I had access to so 
many movies! Oh my gosh, an endless supply. On top of that, I was an avid video-store 
goer. I started going to 112 Video when I was eight years old, with my mom of course. 
When I was twelve, I was allowed to have my own membership card. When we signed up 
for it, the woman at the desk asked if my mom would like to put any kind of restrictions 
on the movies I was able to rent. She said no. The clerk was surprised.  
 “Not even NC-17?” he asked, a tad concerned. 
 “My kids know what is and isn’t appropriate. And most of these movies are rated 
R for sex anyway, which is bullshit.”  
 The clerk was shocked. But my mom was on to something. 
 I never rented anything too inappropriate.  I wanted to rent KIDS but didn’t and 
waited until college to watch it- thank GOD. But I mostly rented bad horror movies. And 
80s adventure flicks.  
 My parents never felt the desire to restrict what my brother and I watched in 
movies. I was raised in a household where, if I had a question about something I saw- 
whether it be sex related, violence related, mentally related- I could reach out and talk to 
my mom about it, unabashedly. 
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 But THAT was a tangent. 
 I would come home every day from middle school and watch anywhere from one 
to three movies a night. I watched anything and everything I could get my hands on. Then 
I discovered IFC and all of these quirky, weird, independent films. I devoured them. I 
would get up early or stay up late to watch IFC Short Collections.  It was by watching all 
of these different KINDS of movies that I realized how endless film truly was. Film was 
a well that I didn’t mind getting stuck in.   
 Movies were my best friend for a very long time and in a lot of ways, they still 
are. They’re there for me when I’m feeling down, when I want to celebrate something, 
when I want to FEEL something.  They’re there for me when I need to escape. When I 
need to forget about whatever is happening to me right now and float above it for a 
moment. They were there for me during my first terrible break-up. They were there for 
me when I moved 1,000 miles away from home. Film is truly the love of my life. I would 




Chapter Four: Fat 
 I can’t remember the first time someone called me fat, but I know it was when I 
was in fourth or fifth grade, and I know it was probably my mother. Growing up, I was 
always a little chubby. My mom used to call me Lardass as a term of endearment. I have 
this very clear, random memory of being in my bedroom, and my mother looking at my 
face, and exclaiming with disgust, “do you have a double chin?”  
 I didn’t even know what a double chin was. 
 When I reached the fifth grade, I was about 4’10 and 100lbs. I remember stepping 
on the scale in my parents’ room, with my shoes kicked off, and watching the thin red 
needle jump to 100. I locked myself in my bedroom and cried.  
 The only reason I had weighed myself to begin with, was because boys at school 
were calling me fat. Every. Single. Day. From the moment I entered the classroom, until 
the moment I left. It only takes a few days of that to internalize it. I would go home and 
read my weight on that scale. And for the first time in my life, I wanted to be dead.  
 From that moment forward, I obsessed about my weight. Constantly. I was 
constantly thinking about it- I started chewing bubblegum constantly, so I wouldn’t eat 
more. I started going on walks around my neighborhood. I rode my bike all over town. I 
did everything I could to FIX myself. I didn’t lose a single pound. Instead, I continued to 
gain weight.  When I entered the sixth grade, I was 5’2 wearing a woman’s size 10. I 
hated my body- everything about it. My legs, my arms, my belly. There wasn’t a single 
part of myself I liked. And that was at age eleven.  
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 To be honest, it never got better. By the time I was in eighth grade my weight had 
redistributed itself, thanks to puberty. My hips were wide and my waist was tiny- but my 
thighs touched and my arms were flabby. I was wearing a size eight- while the rest of my 
classmates wore 0s. The number on the scale only went up.  So did my self-hatred.  
 When I looked in the mirror, all I could hear were those boys from my fifth grade 
class calling me fat. When I put on a pair of jeans, my mother’s voice would ring from 
the hallway: “are you sure you want to wear those?” and I would take them off because, 
according to her tone, they made me look fat. My girlfriends and I would complain about 
our bodies to each other- make lists of the things we hated most about ourselves. We 
would pick days where we wouldn’t eat- to preserve the “morning skinnies” as we called 
it. We would try diets together- encouraging each other to be thinner, leaner- which we 
thought would make us happier.  Spoiler alert: it didn’t. 
 When I was a senior in high school, I had my first serious boyfriend. He was older 
than me- in retrospect, too old. One of the reasons I was so attracted to him was because 
he liked my body. He cherished my body- he once said to me, “I don’t know why girls 
want to look like models in magazines when they could look like you. You’ve been 
carved out of marble.”  For the first time in my life, someone appreciated my body- loved 
my body. I thought that if he liked my body, I would like my body too. 
 I didn’t. 
 We ended up breaking up my sophomore year of college. I still hated my body. 
 I wear the same dress size I wore then. I wear the same shirt size, bra size, panty 
size, and so on. Do I still hate my body? Yes. I do. There are mornings I hate my body so 
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much, I don’t want to leave the house. I’ve canceled plans because I was feeling too fat to 
go out. But the truth is, I’m not fat. I’m thick, sure. But I’m not fat. Yet I can still hear 
those boys from fifth grade, clear as day…. “You’re so fat.”  
 We exist in a world that puts so much focus on weight and body image. I 
remember reading once that children start using dieting terms at the age of five.  Isn’t that 
wild? That means at five years old, children begin to hate the way they look. This has so 
much to do with media representation.  When young people consume media, they are not 
seeing people who look like them, which then makes them believe that they are not 
normal. If they don’t believe they are normal, they don’t think they are worthy of being 
treated well. It’s a nasty spiral- and it doesn’t seem like anyone is doing a thing about it. 





Chapter Five: The Weirdness 
 I firmly believe that if everyone retained an ounce of who they were as a teenager, 
the world would be a much better place. There’s something about being a teenager that’s 
unlike anything else. Everything is new, a first, which makes a bad hair day the end of the 
world, like a kiss could spark dynamite or getting grounded like death row. The volume 
is turned all the way up, all of the time and you scream the words to every song.  
 For some reason however, once we turn twenty we seem to forget about all of 
these times. We write teenagers off as over-dramatic and dumb.  We act as though 
teenagers don’t know anything about life because they’ve never lived it. The thing is, 
though, teenagers do understand life, and they have experienced things. It’s just that 
they’ve experienced them for the first time.  
 When you’re a teenager, there’s this constant air of Weirdness. Maybe it’s 
hormones, or maybe it’s the innocence of youth. Maybe it’s that boys and girls are still so 
foreign to each other- there’s still so much mystery in the opposite gender.  Regardless, 
there’s The Weirdness. You can feel it at high school football games, the homecoming 
dance, or prom. There’s this… ever-present tension in the air. It goes away with time, and 
we eventually forget it exists. But I haven’t. 
 I’ve noticed The Weirdness is one of the hardest things to capture in television 
programming for young adults. I think it has something to with how genuine The 
Weirdness is- it’s almost impossible to capture. There have been a couple television 
shows that I think truly capture the Weirdness in all its greatness. My So-Called Life is 
one of them. I analyzed the show for my thesis script (Appendix A) 
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 My So-Called Life was long canceled by the time I started watching it in 2003, 
and had been for about ten years. Noggin, a channel affiliated with Nickelodeon, that 
showed shows like Degrassi and Radio Free Roscoe at night, picked up the series and 
started showing re-runs, which, in retrospect is strange because the show only lasted a 
season. I remember my best friend, Jamie and I, staying up super late on a Friday night to 
watch a marathon. We immediately became obsessed with Jordan Catalano, played by a 
young Jared Leto. We identified with Angela- she was alternative, like us. She was dying 
her a dark red, like me. She was in love with a guy who didn’t know she existed, like us. 
She was hanging out with cool, new friends that her mother didn’t approve of, like us. 
There was so much of MSCL that could have been ripped from our diaries. MSCL told 
the story of a teenage girl unabashedly. I can’t think of a single show like it.  I can only 
hope that one day I’ll write something half as great as My So-Called Life.  
 Another show that captures the weirdness perfectly was Freaks and Geeks. I also 
analyzed this show for my script (Appendix A). As far as I’m concerned, Freaks and 
Geeks was the best show ever on television. It had something for everyone: parents, 
young women, young men, stoners, nerds, weirdos, jocks- anyone who had ever 
experienced high school could find something to relate to in Freaks and Geeks. I was 
about eight years old when Freaks and Geeks both premiered and was canceled. My 
parents loved it. They would tune in every Wednesday, and then Friday night to watch. 
They found it funny, smart, and heartfelt. I only vaguely remember it from when it was 
on air. 
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 When I was a freshman in college and first started using Netflix, I rented the 
series. And…. It was perfect. I have watched it close to twelve times since, and each time 
I grow to love it more. Like MSCL, Freaks and Geeks captures the truth about high 
school- the ugly, not so picture perfect moments that happen in hallways between classes 
or out in the parking lot at a school dance. It examined the nuances of being a fifteen-
year-old girl, like MSCL. Lindsay Weir, the primary character in Freaks and Geeks is 
identifiable for young men just as much as she is for young women. She is confused, 
questioning, and intelligent and well spoken. She is trying to live her life as she wants, 
yet fighting peer pressure and her parents standard.  All of these things are a part of The 
Weirdness. And Freaks and Geeks never shied away from it.   
 I used both Freaks and Geeks and My So-Called Life as prototypes when working 
on the revision of Fat Camp. I realized while analyzing them, which they both have 
something in common- female protagonists who are trying to create a new image of 
themselves. This is exactly what I wanted my protagonist, Kohel, to desire. This made 
Lindsay and Angela perfect models. Kohel, like these two characters, is trying to escape 
her old self, and create a new one- she is trying to not only lose weight, but also create a 
new image of herself completely.  In Kohel’s mind, if she loses the weight, she will be 
liked by her peers, and perhaps even included in the popular crowd- she will be carried 
from her old life of staying in, and having only one friend, to going out at night to parties, 
and being surrounded by people whenever she pleases. Of course, what Kohel needs to 
find is confidence and love within and for herself.   
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Chapter Six: Brad Korbesmeyer 
 
 After coming to terms with my new identity as a Writer, I obviously had to start 
writing. So I did. Incessantly.  I wrote stories, essays, songs. I poured everything I had 
into my history papers, wrote speeches for competitions, wrote entries on LiveJournal on 
a daily basis. When it came time to apply for college, I decided I would study political 
science. I was fascinated by the Supreme Court, and the corruptions within the American 
government, and used my words to express such. I didn’t know what I was going to do 
when I “grew up,” but I knew it was going to have something to do with politics. And 
words.  
 When I started my college career, I still wrote. I wrote poems. My first semester 
however, was a mess. I was overwhelmed by political science courses, a math class, and 
being so far away from home. I wasn’t writing like I did. Not like I was. Not only was I 
not writing, I was not reading for leisure. I only read assignments for class. My eyes and 
brain would be so tired after reading ancient political theory, I would crash.  
 My second semester I signed up for an intro to playwriting class- it satisfied a 
general education requirement, and I had always enjoyed the theatre.  
 I had no idea how much impact this course would have.  
 The first day of CRW 207 was strange. The professor was late, and we were 
sitting at these round tables, all forced to look at each other. It was pouring out, which 
was strange- usually, in January, it was still snowing like mad. After about five minutes 
of strange silence, a burly man with a goatee barged through the door, his brown loafers 
in his hand. He put his shoes down on a desk and looked around at us. 
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 “Why aren’t I wearing my shoes?” 
 We stared at him, unsure of how to respond. The rain slammed against the 
windows, filling the silence. He laughed, and introduced himself. This was Brad 
Korbesmeyer. This is the man who helped me find my voice.  
 Over the course of the semester, we wrote various scenes illustrating different 
types of writing. Forwards, direct exposition, indirect exposition, no dialogue, were a few 
examples of what we worked on. Not only did we write, but we also read. Every week we 
would read a ten-page play, and once a month we would read a full-length play.  The 
class was fun, engaged, and interesting. Brad is the kind of teacher who could make 
learning about mud amusing and interesting. Our final assignment was to write a ten page 
play. Brad ripped mine apart, and then helped me put it back together. He suggested 
playwrights for me to read so I could get a better grip on the source material. He asked if 
I was taking CRW 307, the next level course and I said “duh.” 
 I was hooked. 
 The following semester, we had to write a one-act play. I put everything I had into 
that play. I confronted issues I have with my father, myself, my belief in God. I played 
with reality and used the stage to my advantage. Brad worked so closely with me on it- 
giving me honest, genuine, critical, constructive feedback. He encouraged me to enter it 
into a one-act playwriting contest on campus.  I did. I received an honorable mention. 
The boy who beat me wrote a play about virgins starting a porn studio.  
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 Brad gave me a medium in which to tell my stories. For the first time, I wasn’t 
just rambling onto a page. I was paying attention to story beats, to characterization, to 
tension. He gave me the greatest gift- the gift of how to tell a good story.   
 I wrote three more plays during my time at SUNY Oswego. Though I have since 
become focused on screenwriting, I cannot ignore what an important impact playwriting 
has had on my screenwriting. I learned so many things from Brad that I never got in a 
screenwriting class. I learned how to imply action through dialogue. I learned how to 
reveal backstory without being heavy handed. I learned that character likability isn’t 
always the number one concern of the writer. I learned that tension is the greatest tool a 
writer has. Most importantly, I learned that by being honest, a writer has the ability to 
truly impact people.  
 In the first draft of Fat Camp I lost all of these things. I lost the honesty. I lost my 
voice. I lost tension, became overly concerned with character likability and the entire 
story was kaput. In retrospect, this is because I was terrified. I was afraid to confront my 
own bullshit, and use too much of myself in the script. I was afraid that people would 
judge me. I was afraid that I would reveal too much about my past. That changed in the 
rewrite. 
 I tried to be as honest as possible while re-writing Fat Camp.  I delved deep into 
my own body image issues. I created characters based on girls I knew in high school and 
elementary school. I would recollect my own (awkward as hell) experiences with boys, 
and implement them into the script.. Though Brad had taught me that being honest could 
impact people, I had lost that somewhere along the way- I became obsessed with selling 
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the idea. What makes the series sellable, which is important, but if the story is not good 
then the entire thing will fall apart. I started to find that the more honest I was, the better 
my material was. The more I put my own voice into the script, the more clear the tone 
became. More or less, the more of myself I put in the script honestly, the better my script 
became. I was no longer afraid.   
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Chapter	  Seven:	  Austin	  
	  
	   When	  my	  screenwriting	  professor	  suggested	   I	   look	   into	  pursuing	  an	  MFA,	   I	  
was	   nervous.	   I	   had	   spent	   my	   college	   career	   studying	   political	   science,	   and	   only	  
dabbling	   in	  creative	  writing.	  The	   thought	  of	  making	  a	  career	  out	  of	  being	  a	  writer	  
terrified	  me,	  and	  had	  honestly	  never	  occurred	  to	  me.	  I	  always	  thought	  I	  would	  write,	  
and	  do	  something	  else-­‐	  like	  teach,	  on	  the	  side.	  My	  professor	  assured	  me	  that	  I	  could	  
teach	  with	  an	  MFA,	  but	  that	  the	  experience	  in	  a	  program	  would	  be	  beneficial	  for	  me,	  
and	  that	  I	  could	  handle	  a	  program	  despite	  my	  age.	   	  He	  gave	  me	  a	  list	  of	  schools	  to	  
look	  into-­‐	  USC,	  UCLA,	  DePaul,	  and	  then	  finally….	  University	  of	  Texas.	  When	  he	  said	  
Univeristy	  of	  Texas	  I	  looked	  at	  him,	  perplexed.	  	  
	   “Seriously,	   Texas?”	   I	   asked,	   with	   images	   of	   cartoonish	   republicans	   holding	  
flags	  that	  read	  COME	  AND	  TAKE	  IT	  flashing	  in	  my	  mind.	  
	   “It’s	  not	  Texas.	  It’s	  Austin.”	  He	  told	  me.	  	  
	   I	   went	   home	   that	   night	   and	   started	   looking	   into	   programs.	   USC	   seemed,	  
based	  on	  the	  faculty,	  very	  very	  competitive.	  Beyond	  just	  the	  admissions	  process.	  In	  a	  
program	  of	  thirty	  people,	  it’s	  hard	  to	  stand	  out,	  and	  everyone	  is	  trying	  to	  stand	  out.	  
Upon	   further	   research,	   I	   found	   that	   UCLA	   is	   USC’s	   less-­‐expensive	   cousin.	   Then	   I	  
started	   to	   look	   into	  UT.	   	   Not	   only	   did	   the	   super-­‐small	   program	   appeal	   to	  me,	   the	  
more	  and	  more	  I	  talked	  about	  and	  looked	  at	  Austin,	  it	  seemed	  like	  the	  place	  for	  me.	  I	  
wasn’t	   ready	   to	  be	   corrupted	  by	  Los	  Angeles.	   I	  wanted	   to	  write	   stories,	   and	  work	  
with	  other	  people	  who	  were	  passionate	  storytellers.	  People	  who	  weren’t	  looking	  to	  
sell	  their	  souls	  to	  the	  industry….	  Yet.	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   I	  applied	  to	  a	  bunch	  of	  programs,	  but	  I	  really	  wanted	  UT.	  	  I	  was	  waitlisted	  and	  
it	   started	   to	   look	  sort-­‐of	  hopeless.	   It	   started	   to	  get	   closer	  and	  closer	   to	  May,	  and	   I	  
needed	  to	  make	  a	  decision.	  So	  I	  sent	  an	  email	  to	  my	  old	  screenwriting	  professor	  who	  
was	  a	  teacher	  in	  DePaul’s	  MFA	  program	  telling	  him	  I	  would	  be	  attending	  the	  school	  
in	  the	  fall.	  	  
	   Two	  days	  later	  I	  got	  a	  phone	  call	  from	  an	  Austin	  area	  code,	  my	  heart	  stopped.	  
This	  was	  either	  going	  to	  be	  very	  great,	  or	  very	  bad.	  It	  was	  Richard	  Lewis,	  and	  he	  told	  
me	  that	  someone	  had	  dropped	  out	  of	  the	  program,	  and	  I	  was	  next	  on	  the	  waitlist.	  I	  
was	  ecstatic.	  Everything	  was	  falling	  into	  place.	  
	   I	   moved	   to	   Austin	   that	   August.	   When	   I	   started	   the	   program	   and	   met	   my	  
colleagues,	  I	  knew	  almost	  immediately	  that	  I	  was	  in	  the	  right	  place.	  My	  classmates	  
were	  kind,	  and	  funny,	  and	  so	  smart.	  My	  teachers	  were	  engaged	  and	  interesting	  and	  
had	  a	  variety	  of	  backgrounds.	  I	  was	  exactly	  where	  I	  needed	  to	  be.	  	  
	   I’ve	   grown	   so	   much	   as	   a	   writer	   during	   my	   time	   in	   Austin.	   Thanks	   to	   the	  
program,	  and	  also	  thanks	  to	  this	  little	  city.	  There	  is	  so	  much	  creativity	  and	  art	  here.	  
In	   Austin,	   there	   are	   so	  many	   passionate	   people	   with	   fresh	   stories	   to	   tell,	   and	   an	  
abundance	  of	  film.	  I’ve	  watched	  so	  many	  movies	  I	  had	  never	  seen	  or	  heard	  of	  before.	  
Read	  a	  ton	  of	  scripts	  for	  movies	  I	  know	  like	  the	  back	  of	  my	  hand	  and	  films	  I’ve	  never	  
seen.	  I’ve	  embraced	  telling	  stories	  about	  women	  unapologetically.	  	  I	  got	  to	  watch	  the	  
Mad	  Men	  finale	  at	  a	  bar	  dressed	  up	   like	  someone	  from	  the	  early	  70s	  and	  drink	  an	  
Old	  Fashioned	  in	  honor	  of	  Don	  Draper	  surrounded	  by	  a	  bunch	  of	  other	  weirdos	  like	  
me.	  	  Where	  else	  could	  I	  do	  these	  things,	  besides	  Austin?	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   My	   two	   years	   at	   UT	   have	   forced	   me	   to	   grow	   so	   much	   as	   a	   writer,	   and	   a	  
filmmaker.	   I	  was	   required	   to	   confront	  my	   issues	   as	   a	  writer,	   to	   listen	   to	   criticism	  
thoughtfully	  and	  thoroughly.	  I	  read	  other	  people’s	  work	  and	  thought	  critically	  about	  
it,	  and	  gave	  them	  thoughtful	  and	  useful	  notes.	  I	  read	  so	  many	  	  scripts.	  I	  learned	  from	  
the	  greats,	  and	  the	  not-­‐so	  greats.	  I	  wrote	  every	  single	  goddamn	  day.	  I	  learned	  how	  I	  
work	  as	  a	  writer	  (best	  in	  the	  early	  morning,	  in	  a	  public	  space).	  I	  made	  connections	  
with	   teachers	  who	  gave	  me	   true	   and	  honest	   feedback	  and	  made	  me	   reach	   for	   the	  
best	  possible	  writing.	  	  	  




Chapter Eight: Fat Camp? Really? 
 
 I have had the idea for Fat Camp in my head for about three years. It all sort of 
started a couple years ago when I really got into television. Overnight, I became a 
television addict. I binge watched everything I could- Nip/Tuck, 30 Rock, Parks & 
Recreation, Mad Men, Breaking Bad, Gossip Girl, Gilmore Girls, Friday Night Lights- 
anything and everything I could get my hands on.  I soon realized that there’s very little 
representation of normal looking women, let alone fat women on television. Even 
characters that are supposed to be fat, like Betty from Ugly Betty aren’t really fat. Liz 
Lemon, notorious for her junk food eating on 30 Rock weighs 120 pounds, tops. Leslie 
Knope from Parks and Recreation lives on waffles and whipped cream and is thin as a 
rail.  Meanwhile, back over in reality, the average woman wears a size ten and doesn’t 
exclusively consume junk food.  
 I don’t think the people in charge of the media, whoever they are, understand just 
how important representation in the media is especially for young people. I spent my 
entire adolescence, watching television and film with women who looked nothing like 
me. They weren’t thick, and they didn’t have soft bellies, and their legs were perfectly 
supple. They were picture perfect size zeroes. The fantasy. I understand that, to an extent, 
television and film are fantasy based. Yet somehow Seth Rogen, Jonah Hill, Kevin James 
and Louis CK have all been able to make careers out of being overweight men. Trust 
me… they’re not the fantasy.  They are however, the reality. But where are the women 
from reality? We raise young girls on these images, and they believe that the fantasy is 
the reality.   
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 One of the reasons I’m a supporter of the often-problematic Lena Dunham, is that 
her thighs jiggle, her arms wiggle, and she has cellulite. She looks like me. And she 
unapologetically shows her body. I have spent my entire life trying to measure up to 
women like Kate Moss, Blake Lively, and Alicia Silverstone. As beautiful as these 
women are, their bodies are unattainable. They spend their lives working on their bodies, 
crafting them into beautiful works of wiry art. Though I care about my health, I simply do 
not have the time to dedicate several hours a day at the gym. I don’t have the money to 
eat how these women eat. It is utterly impossible for me to resemble them.  
 I wanted to write something that stars most women. I wanted to create something 
in which women would see honest and true reflections of themselves. And then Fat Camp 
occurred to me. Why not write something that stars truly overweight women? Yet, they 
aren’t tropes, or the butt of the joke. They’re real. I honestly didn’t have the courage to 
pitch, or write Fat Camp when I first arrived to graduate school. However, as time has 
gone on, I’ve started to give less of a damn. I grew tired of thinking about whether or not 
something is going to sell- I want to write something that I love.  And I love stories about 
women.  Not cardboard cut-outs of women- real women. I made sure that when working 
on my bible, I collected images of girls off of sites like Tumblr, and Twitter that I found 
under the hash tag #chublove, or #bodyposi to use as inspiration for my characters. 
(Appendix B) 
 When Fat Camp first occurred to me, it wasn’t much more than “an all girls’ fat 
camp, but the jokes aren’t about them being fat. It’s about body image, and self-love.” 
Then, I found out a very close friend of mine attend a weight-loss facility (the real term 
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for fat camp) when she was in high school. The more we talked about it, the more I 
realized what a rich landscape for story this would be. Not only do you have the standard 
drama of adolescence, you have teenagers struggling to accept who they are openly and it 




Chapter Nine: The Bones 
 The bones of Fat Camp, which are explored more thoroughly in the show bible 
(Appendix B), were truly missing from the first draft of the script- as well as the first 
draft of this thesis report. I’m not sure why, but I think it has something to do with not 
wanting to confront the fact that Fat Camp is just as much about me as it is about a made 
up fairly land. But, who knows. 
 The protagonist of the show is Kohel Larson, who I’ve discussed in the previous 
chapter. Kohel is attending Camp Shane Trails for the first time that summer, and 
compared to many of the other girls in attendance, she might be considered thin, even 
though she sees herself as overweight. She wants to drop weight, but only because she 
believes that’s the way into the popular crowd, and to have friends. She attends Camp 
Shane Trails in order to lose the weight. Her arch-nemesis throughout the series, or at the 
very least the first season, is Miranda. Miranda is the queen bee of Camp Shane Trails. 
She’s a fat camp veteran, a beautiful thick blonde, and also the head of the smuggling 
contraband ring. In the pilot episode, her contraband ring is revealed to camp officials by 
Kohel- one of the reasons they’re arch-nemeses.  The other reason Miranda has taken a 
serious disliking towards Kohel is because Rob, camp hottie, is into Kohel…. And not 
Miranda.  
 The format and structure of the show will be simple, like a workplace comedy or 
a standard American sitcom. The a-plot will follow Kohel and her struggles- Miranda, 
losing the weight, making friends, Rob. The b-plot will have something to do with the 
rest of the girls in Kohel’s bunk: conflicts among one another, the competitive attitude 
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that comes with losing weight, and the general shenanigans of camp life. The c-plot, on 
the occasions when there is one, will have to do with Deb or Marc, the two counselors I 
focus on.  
 The first season arc will be rooted in the relationships among the campers. 
Kohel’s arc will have to do with her growing relationship with Rob, her relationship with 
her body/self, and her relationship with her bunkmates. The season arc will also have to 
do with Kohel’s relationship with Rob, as well as her losing weight. The conflict it will 
focus on primarily will be the feud between Kohel and Miranda.  
 When people ask me what Fat Camp is about, I’m always sort of at a loss for 
words. It is, at its core, about a girl who goes to a Fat Camp to lose weight so she can be 
popular. But it’s a lot more than that. It’s about body image and dysmorphia. It’s about 
intimate relationships between young women. It’s about the intensity of teen love. It’s 
about the journey to self-acceptance and self-love, and all those unsightly bumps along 






Chapter Ten: Vomit 
 
 A friend of mine once said to me, “writing is basically just puking a bunch of 
feelings into your computer, and then cleaning them up in a second draft.” I don’t think 
he’s ever been more right about anything before, or since. First drafts, which I like to 
refer to as “vomit drafts” are always a mess. The first draft of Fat Camp was no different 
(Appendix C). There was no story, hardly any jokes, and just a bunch of random stuff 
happening that were totally unconnected to each other. The second draft, was not really 
better. Neither was the third draft- I had a vague story, a vague protagonist, and made 
vague jokes. More or less, I had a bunch of vomit in my computer. 
 When I met with Richard Lewis and Stuart Kelban, my thesis committee, to 
discuss Fat Camp and how I would move forward on the project, my worst fears were 
confirmed. Not only was there a vague story, a vague protagonist, and a bunch of vague 
jokes- absolutely nothing about the story was popping off the page (Appendix F). Nearly 
every aspect of it was falling flat, aside from the Fat Camp World I had created. The 
strange, zany, and outrageous world I built overshadowed my characters and my story. I 
didn’t think I could receive any worse information. That was, until they kept going. Even 
though I was anticipating being told I would have to do an utter rewrite, when the words 
left Stuart’s mouth it was like he was talking in slow motion. Suddenly months of work 
flashed before my eyes- hours spent in front of the computer, having to pass on evenings 
out with my boyfriend because I was writing or analyzing a television show, nights spent 
up late worried about the dramatization of body image.  
 I went home that day and ate Popeye’s. I promptly drank myself to sleep. 
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 I sat down the following day in front of my laptop, with my draft and notes pulled 
up. I stared at the screen for about twenty minutes. How was I going to fix this? There 
was so much vomit in my computer, I didn’t know where to start cleaning it up. What 
was cleaning it up going to do? I asked myself- is it worth it? All of my doubts and 
insecurities came flooding into my mind and I couldn’t silence them. I got up from my 
computer and took a drive to clear my head.  It didn’t help. I walked away from my 
laptop defeated. You win, vomit. You win.  
 I went home to Long Island about a week later. It was the first time I saw my 
family in six months. I spent a grand total of six hours staring at my laptop, hopeless. 
During my time home, as I mentioned previously, I met with a friend who had revealed to 
me a few months previous that she had attended fat camp when she was in high school. 
She promised me I could pick her brain. So, while wallowing through some vomit, I did. 
I picked the hell out of her brain (Appendix D). 
 We ended up talking for an hour and a half, strictly about fat camp. I asked her 
about thirty questions all together, from- “what’s the proper term for fat camp” to “was 
losing weight competitive?” to “what about eating disorders?” She was open, honest, and 
handled my bizarre questions with grace. While we sat at that Starbucks in the old Sears 
shopping center, the vomit started to disappear. I was able to see fat camp. I was able to 
see where I needed to fix things, and how to make them feel more genuine.  
 I went home that day and worked on my outline for over two hours, finally able to 
clean up the vomit.  
  
 28 
Chapter Eleven: Writing is Hard 
 
 After the vomit had started to miraculously clean itself up, I buckled down for the 
complete rewrite. Though I wanted to jump in to writing pages, Stuart made sure to stress 
outlining. As a writer, I understand the importance of the outline. Without strong bones, 
your meat will fall off- and not in the good-ribs-that-fall-off-the-bone way. The entire 
story will collapse in on itself, like a dying star.  However, outlining is the not-so-fun part 
of the writing process. It’s the real work. Outlines are the map that move the story from A 
to Z. And there are a million ways to get to Z, but outlines help you find the best route. 
While writing Fat Camp- I worked on about seven outlines from the very first draft to the 
final draft (Appendix E). Some of them were god-awful. Others weren’t so bad. After 
my third outline for this new draft, (Appendix F) I received the OK from Stuart to move 
forward. So, I started to write the script- the fun part of writing. The decorating the 
bedroom in your new house part of writing. The reason writers love to write. However, 
on this particular occasion…. writing was hard. 
 Then I remembered- writing is hard. Writing is mostly banging my head against 
the computer screen, asking the skies: WHY! WHAT NOW? WHERE DO I GO FROM 
HERE? Even with my trusty outline, I was struggling to fill in the pages. So, I did as I 
have done before in situations such as this. I vomited. I word-puked into my computer 
and told myself I would fix it later. All I wanted from the first draft was to get from A to 
Z. I didn’t care about jokes, I didn’t care about beautiful sentences. All I cared about was 
puking up the story. So I did.  
 Stuart ripped it to shreds, just like I knew he would. 
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 Stuart gave me ideas to fix scenes that were boring. He helped me solve issues 
with my characters’ motivations. He helped me come up with fun and interesting visuals 
for important moments. He helped me inject my script with exactly what it needed- 
humor and silly-ness.  
 After meeting with him, I sat back down at my computer and started to clean the 
vomit up (yet again). Now, with the new tools in my belt, I was able to dramatize 
moments, plug in jokes, and make my script fun.  I was able to unpack and paint the 
house without a problem, but in bright yellow. I was having a great time writing. And I 







Chapter Twelve: I’ve Never Been Good With Endings 
 As I write this, it’s six days away from my twenty-fourth birthday, and I have 
exactly eleven days before my script and this thesis report are due to the Tower. If you 
asked me ten years ago if I would be living in Texas writing a half hour sitcom about a 
fat camp, I highly doubt I would have answered yes to that question. Yet, here I am, 
sitting on the patio of a coffee shop in Austin, a bit of sweat beginning to bead on my 
upper lip, pounding away on the keyboard of my laptop. 
 I’ve never been good with goodbyes. By goodbyes I mean seeing someone for the 
last time. Whether they were moving more than a few hours away, whether I was moving 
across the country, or if they were at death’s door. It isn’t that I’m insensitive, or don’t 
care about people. I’m just awful with goodbyes. I never know what to say, how to 
approach it, or what to do.  I usually end up crying and making the person very 
uncomfortable, or saying something inappropriate, or both. Instead I have taken to 
writing letters and sending them to the person after they/I have left. Most of the time I 
end up crying anyway. 
 Along with goodbyes, I’ve never been great at endings. In elementary school 
when we first started writing essays, I would always lose points for poor conclusion 
paragraphs. I continue to have problems with conclusions when writing today. My 
endings for screenplays are never really satisfying, and every play I ever wrote ends on a 
forward, not a wrapped up conclusion. Thus, here I am, dilly-dallying before wrapping 
this thing up. So it goes.  
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 I have grown immeasurable amounts as both a writer and a person during my time 
at UT. Simply by working on this thesis project, I have grown. I have been forced to 
work outside my comfort zone, to confront insecurities that have been festering inside me 
since I was a child, to analyze television shows and films and think critically about not 
only my own writing, but other people’s writing as well. It has been quite the ride. 
Though I’m nervous about the chaos that will come next, I am ready to embrace it. I am 
























Appendix A: Character & Plot Analysis, MYSCL,   FREAKS & 




My	  So	  Called	  Life	  
	  
ANGELA	  CHASE:	  
caught	  between	  two	  worlds-­‐-­‐>	  old	  BFF	  and	  new	  BFF	  (rayan	  vs	  )	  
"when	  rayanne	  graff	  told	  me	  my	  hair	  was	  holding	  me	  back	  I	  had	  to	  do	  something:	  
she	  wasn't	  talking	  about	  my	  hair	  she	  was	  talking	  about	  my	  life"	  
weird	  relationship	  with	  mom-­‐-­‐>	  typical	  of	  HS	  




3min:	  voice	  over:	  set	  up	  her	  2	  worlds,	  dye	  job	  
	  




stands	  up	  for	  what's	  right	  
"over"	  high	  school	  
a	  recovering	  nerd-­‐-­‐>	  wants	  OUT	  of	  that	  life	  and	  into	  a	  new	  one.	  
genuinely	  honest	  
can't	  lie	  to	  her	  dad	  (moral)	  
having	  an	  existential	  crisis	  
always	  does	  the	  right	  thing	  
	  
	  
PLOT:	  (45	  min)	  
3min	  teaser	  -­‐-­‐>	  estb	  Lindsay	  &	  sam,	  their	  worlds	  &	  lindsays	  lack	  of	  one.	  
5min:	  homecoming	  dance	  introduced	  
8min:	  Lindsay	  enters	  the	  smoking	  patio.	  (A-­‐plot	  for	  ep,	  and	  season.	  will	  she	  ever	  fit	  
in?	  should	  she?)	  
10min:	  she	  asks	  Eli	  to	  the	  dance	  to	  stand	  up	  to	  the	  bullies.	  
12min:	  ask	  cindy	  to	  the	  dance	  
22:	  Eli	  breaks	  his	  wrist	  
	  




the	  smallest	  things	  excite	  her	  -­‐-­‐>	  light	  up	  sneakers,	  candy	  for	  dinner	  
she	  talks	  like	  an	  8th	  grader	  from	  the	  90s	  
hard	  worker	  
passionate	  
she	  sings	  /	  raps	  
a	  goody	  goody	  
incredibly	  likable	  











you're	  a	  gentleman	  and	  a	  scholar	  -­‐-­‐	  that	  was	  a	  woman.	  
corporate	  memo	  toss	  
wassssupppp	  
imitates	  Hitler	  
six	  million	  dollar	  man	  impression	  
black	  voice	  to	  Stanley	  
oooo	  discipline	  kinky	  
trying	  to	  think	  of	  a	  joke	  
Michael	  punks	  Pam	  -­‐-­‐>	  despicable	  but	  why	  do	  we	  like	  him?	  




literal	  introductions	  of	  primary	  characters:	  Pam,	  Jim	  talking	  head,	  Todd	  packer	  call,	  
Ryan	  the	  temp,	  
2min:	  throw	  out	  corporate	  memo	  
4min:	  me	  no	  get	  an	  agenda	  
4min:	  A	  PLOT:	  downsizing	  -­‐-­‐>	  keep	  a	  lid	  on	  it	  for	  now	  (sets	  up	  premise	  for	  first	  
season)	  12min:	  conference	  meeting	  17	  min:	  Michael	  plays	  the	  joke	  on	  Pam	  20min:	  
tells	  the	  Guatemalan	  story	  
4min:	  B	  plot?	  -­‐-­‐>	  Ryan's	  first	  day	  13	  min:	  meets	  Dwight	  
8	  min:	  BPLOT:	  Dwight	  v	  Jim	  13	  min:	  jello	  joke	  17min:	  Michael	  plays	  the	  joke	  on	  Pam	  
16min:	  we	  meet	  Roy	  
	  






crotchety-­‐	  but	  wins	  can	  she	  hands	  out	  hot	  dogs	  to	  everyone	  
the	  stress	  dream	  joke	  "if	  I	  go	  to	  sleep	  in	  the	  dream	  I	  wakeup"	  
strippers	  
liz	  stripping	  
stands	  up	  to	  jack	  
PLOT:	  
3	  min:	  cold	  open	  
8min:	  jack	  will	  cut	  something	  A	  plot.	  18:	  cuts	  Pete	  	  20:	  liz	  stands	  up	  to	  jack.	  
9	  mins	  in:	  Tracy	  Jordan	  mission.	  B	  plot	  &	  also	  B	  plot	  for	  nearly	  every	  episode.	  has	  to	  
fix	  s	  Tracy	  thing.	  18	  min:	  Tracy	  &	  liz	  have	  a	  nice	  moment,	  then	  he	  pees	  19:	  he	  goes	  
on	  stage	  for	  2	  mins,	  it's	  a	  riot.	  
everyone	  has	  their	  own	  moment:	  liz	  hotdogs	  /	  jack	  meeting	  /	  Tracey	  dinner.	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CAMP	  SHANE	  TRAILS-­‐	  THE	  WORLD:	  
	  
A	  Weightloss	  Facility	  is	  a	  lot	  like	  a	  regular	  camp.	  There’s	  canoeing,	  color	  war,	  
cabins,	  bonfires,	  and	  mosquitos.	  Except	  the	  activities	  are	  endless	  and	  there	  are	  daily	  
weigh	  ins.	  And	  all	  meals	  are	  served	  in	  controlled	  portions.	  And	  the	  s’mores	  are	  low	  
fat.	  	  	  
	  
Camp	  Shane	  Trails	  is	  unlike	  many	  weightloss	  facilities.	  At	  other	  weight	  loss	  facilities,	  
like	  a	  WellSpring	  Camp,	  or	  a	  MindStream	  boarding	  school.	  At	  these	  schools,	  fitness	  
and	  nutrition	  are	  approached	  almost	  militaristically.	  Strict,	  intense	  daily	  workouts,	  
required	  organic	  and	  clean	  cooking	  classes,	  sometimes	  public	  weigh	  ins.	  In	  some,	  
they	  even	  take	  extreme	  measures	  to	  keep	  kids	  from	  eating-­‐	  like	  having	  a	  patch	  sewn	  
onto	  your	  tongue	  to	  make	  eating	  more	  painful.	  In	  addition,	  at	  other	  weight	  loss	  
facilities	  there	  are	  daily	  meetings	  with	  a	  personal	  trainer.	  	  
	  
	   Camp	  Shane	  Trails	  has	  a	  different	  philosophy.	  
	   Camp	  Shane	  Trails	  focuses	  on	  movement,	  not	  exercise.	  
	   Camp	  Shane	  Trails	  focuses	  on	  healthy	  eating,	  and	  proper	  proportions,	  not	  
	   starving.	  
	   Camp	  Shane	  Trails	  focuses	  on	  your	  insides.	  Which,	  other	  camps	  do,	  too.	  But	  
	   Camp	  Shame	  Trails	  does	  it	  a	  little	  bit	  differently.	  
	  
Daily	  Affirmations	  are	  a	  big	  part	  of	  it.	  It	  usually	  starts	  off	  as	  a	  joke	  among	  campers,	  
but	  by	  the	  end	  of	  their	  stay	  they’re	  truly	  doing	  it.	  In	  the	  morning,	  you	  say	  one	  thing	  
you	  like	  about	  yourself.	  At	  the	  end	  of	  the	  day,	  you	  reflect	  on	  one	  good	  thing	  you	  did	  
that	  day.	  	  
	  
Be	  Your	  Best	  Self	  Class	  is	  also	  apart	  of	  working	  on	  your	  insides.	  It’s	  a	  class	  that	  is	  
required	  for	  both	  the	  boys	  and	  girls	  to	  take.	  Brandi,	  a	  super	  old	  sweet	  lady,	  leads	  the	  
class	  in	  discussions	  about	  weight,	  feelings,	  and	  relationships.	  Brandi	  truly	  wants	  to	  
get	  to	  the	  heart	  of	  why	  these	  kids	  seek	  food	  as	  a	  coping	  mechanism.	  What	  happened	  
that	  makes	  you	  need	  food?	  Brandi	  also	  teaches	  the	  kids	  about	  makeup	  and	  clothes.	  
How	  to	  dress	  for	  your	  body	  type.	  How	  to	  enhance	  your	  cheek	  bones.	  The	  perfect	  lip	  
color	  for	  your	  skin	  tone.	  Basically,	  Brandi	  helps	  teach	  the	  kids	  how	  to	  love	  
themselves.	  	  
	  
Camp	  Shane	  Trails	  is	  about	  movement.	  It’s	  about	  fun	  activities-­‐	  like	  softball,	  or	  
baseball,	  or	  dancing,	  or	  Zumba.	  It’s	  about	  working	  cardio	  into	  your	  every	  day	  life	  by	  
taking	  the	  stairs	  are	  doing	  laps	  in	  the	  pool.	  It’s	  about	  making	  exercise	  fun	  and	  
accessible.	  It’s	  about	  working	  movement	  into	  your	  every	  day	  life	  and	  learning	  how	  
to	  love	  it.	  Camp	  Shane	  Trails	  also	  focuses	  on	  the	  mind	  body	  connection.	  If	  you	  keep	  
your	  body	  moving,	  you	  can	  keep	  your	  head	  clear	  and	  help	  fight	  all	  those	  awful	  things	  
you	  feel	  about	  yourself.	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Along	  with	  working	  movement	  into	  a	  teen’s	  daily	  routine,	  Camp	  Shane	  Trails	  also	  
teaches	  portions.	  Every	  serving	  spoon,	  and	  every	  utensil	  measures	  a	  serving.	  You	  
are	  allowed	  one	  serving	  at	  each	  meal	  (unless	  you’ve	  reached	  your	  goal	  weight,	  then	  
you	  are	  allowed	  seconds).	  If	  a	  camper	  is	  still	  hungry	  after	  they’ve	  already	  eaten	  their	  
portion,	  they	  have	  unlimited	  access	  to	  the	  salad	  bar.	  Dessert	  is	  either	  fruit,	  or	  a	  fat	  
free	  fudge	  pop,	  or	  popsicle.	  But	  just	  one.	  
	  
Campers	  get	  to	  make	  a	  schedule	  and	  choose	  their	  own	  activities.	  They	  can	  take	  
ballroom	  dancing	  classes,	  hip	  hop,	  ballet,	  soccer,	  baseball,	  softball,	  basketball,	  
swimming,	  water	  aerobics,	  regular	  aerobics,	  yoga,	  pilates,	  track	  and	  field,	  and	  of	  
course,	  Zumba.	  However,	  there	  are	  some	  classes	  that	  are	  mandatory	  for	  all	  campers.	  
After	  breakfast,	  campers	  must	  participate	  in	  Camp	  Cardio,	  which	  is	  an	  hour	  and	  a	  
half	  of	  a	  Zumba	  /	  Insanity	  Workout	  Combination.	  	  You	  have	  to	  schedule	  4	  activities	  a	  
day,	  on	  top	  of	  Camp	  Cardio.	  You	  get	  an	  hour	  and	  a	  half	  of	  free	  time	  in	  the	  morning-­‐	  
but	  your	  movement	  should	  never	  stop.	  	  
	  
Since	  it	  is	  a	  co-­‐ed	  camp,	  you	  have	  hormones	  running	  like	  crazy.	  An	  attendee	  of	  Camp	  
Pocono	  Trails,	  a	  weight	  loss	  facility	  in	  upstate	  New	  York	  said	  that	  camp	  was	  “all	  
hormones	  and	  no	  boundaries.”	  	  When	  you	  pool	  a	  bunch	  of	  13-­‐17	  year	  old	  boys	  
and	  girls	  together,	  there’s	  bound	  to	  be	  secret	  make-­‐out	  sessions,	  hand	  holding,	  and	  
general	  flirtatiousness.	  Though	  the	  romances	  may	  only	  last	  the	  summer,	  they’re	  
intense	  and	  dramatic.	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KOHEL	  LARSON,	  AN	  ORAL	  HISTORY:	  
	  
Kohel	  is	  the	  second	  daughter	  of	  Al	  and	  Betty.	  	  Al,	  an	  accountant,	  is	  a	  naturally	  thin	  
(save	  for	  the	  belly)	  who	  supports	  his	  daughters	  in	  everything	  they	  do-­‐	  unless	  it’s	  get	  
a	  tattoo	  or	  “put	  a	  bone	  through	  their	  nose”.	  His	  wife,	  Kohel’s	  mom-­‐	  also	  naturally	  
thin,	  Betty,	  has	  been	  a	  stay	  at	  home	  mom	  for	  majority	  of	  Kohel’s	  life,	  save	  for	  a	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couple	  rough	  years	  where	  she	  had	  to	  take	  up	  work.	  That	  was	  years	  ago,	  though,	  and	  
the	  Larson’s	  live	  comfortably-­‐	  if	  Kohel	  has	  ever	  wanted	  something,	  she’s	  gotten	  it-­‐	  
but	  not	  without	  a	  cost.	  Chores,	  babysitting	  and	  part-­‐time	  work	  has	  always	  been	  a	  big	  
part	  of	  Kohel’s	  life.	  Her	  older	  sister,	  Libby,	  is	  one	  of	  those	  girls	  that’s	  super	  skinny,	  
and	  can	  eat	  whatever	  she	  wants.	  She’s	  in	  her	  first	  year	  of	  college,	  which	  she	  got	  into	  
on	  a	  full	  scholarship.	  She’s	  the	  golden	  child.	  This	  doesn’t	  mean	  Al	  and	  Betty	  don’t	  
love	  Kohel-­‐	  because	  they	  totally	  do.	  It’s	  just	  that	  Kohel	  has	  always	  had	  to	  work	  
harder	  at	  the	  things	  that	  come	  so	  naturally	  to	  her	  sister	  and	  her	  parents.	  The	  perfect	  
and	  most	  relevant	  example?	  Keeping	  her	  weight	  down.	  She’s	  jealous	  of	  her	  sister	  
even	  though	  she	  doesn’t	  want	  to	  be	  and	  often	  resents	  her	  for	  her	  body.	  
	  
So,	  back	  to	  Kohel.	  Kohel	  doesn’t	  have	  a	  lot	  of	  friend’s	  at	  school-­‐	  but	  she’s	  by	  no	  
means	  an	  outcast.	  She	  has	  a	  BFF,	  April,	  	  and	  the	  two	  do	  pretty	  much	  everything	  
together.	  But	  Kohel	  has	  different	  aspirations	  than	  April.	  She	  wants	  to	  be	  popular.	  In	  
Kohel’s	  mind,	  being	  apart	  of	  the	  cool	  crowd	  is	  the	  only	  way	  she	  will	  be	  truly	  happy.	  
And	  the	  only	  way	  she’s	  going	  to	  get	  in	  with	  the	  cool	  crowd,	  is	  if	  she	  loses	  weight-­‐	  
even	  though	  she’s	  not	  really	  that	  fat.	  
	  
Honestly,	  she’s	  never	  had	  a	  good	  image	  of	  herself.	  When	  she	  was	  a	  kid,	  her	  mom	  
would	  affectionately	  call	  her	  “lardass.”	  Her	  mom	  made	  sure	  her	  clothes	  were	  always	  
a	  little	  loose-­‐	  “to	  leave	  room	  for	  supper.”	  And	  with	  having	  a	  sister	  who	  could	  shove	  
thirty	  twinkies	  down	  her	  throat	  and	  not	  gain	  an	  ounce-­‐	  didn’t	  really	  help.	  	  
	  
She’s	  got	  poster’s	  in	  her	  room	  of	  Katy	  Perry,	  Taylor	  Swift,	  She	  &	  Him,	  magazine	  cut-­‐
out	  collages	  of	  models	  in	  advertisements,	  along	  with	  the	  words	  	  like	  COOL,	  HAPPY,	  
FUN.	  	  	  
	  
She’s	  tried	  eating	  better-­‐	  but	  it	  was	  hard	  because	  her	  mom	  does	  the	  food	  shopping	  
and	  isn’t	  the	  healthiest	  eater.	  Plus,	  dinner	  	  is	  done	  family	  style,	  and	  if	  you	  don’t	  take	  
second	  helpings,	  mom	  will	  ask	  if	  something’s	  wrong.	  	  
	  
She’s	  tried	  to	  exercise-­‐	  running,	  mostly.	  But	  it	  makes	  her	  tired,	  and	  she’s	  afraid	  it	  
will	  make	  her	  even	  bigger,	  not	  thinner.	  	  
	  
She	  even	  tried	  the	  Master	  Cleanse-­‐	  but	  gave	  up	  after	  the	  third	  or	  fourth	  day	  because	  
she	  couldn’t	  handle	  it.	  A	  box	  of	  Whoppers	  at	  the	  movies	  broke	  her.	  	  Her	  and	  April	  
were	  going	  to	  see	  that	  Battleship	  movie	  with	  Rhianna.	  	  
	  
She	  loves	  music-­‐	  all	  different	  kinds.	  In	  order	  to	  have	  stuff	  in	  common	  with	  her	  peers,	  
she	  listens	  to	  pop-­‐	  but	  she	  truly	  loves	  vintage	  indie	  music,	  like	  Belle	  &	  Sebastian,	  
Built	  to	  Spill,	  Pavement,	  and	  Weezer.	  She	  also	  loves	  Beyonce,	  and	  a	  lot	  of	  rap-­‐	  Drake,	  
Kanye,	  A$AP	  Rocky.	  She’s	  not	  super	  into	  TV	  because	  it’s	  hard	  for	  her	  to	  keep	  up	  with	  
shows,	  since	  she’s	  super	  active	  in	  school-­‐	  3but	  she	  loves	  movies,	  especially	  romantic	  
comedies-­‐	  Sweet	  Home	  Alabama,	  It	  Happened	  One	  Night,	  and	  When	  Harry	  Met	  Sally	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are	  some	  of	  her	  all-­‐time	  favorites.	  And	  her	  favorite	  foods…	  well,	  this	  is	  complicated.	  
As	  much	  as	  Kohel	  loves	  food,	  she	  hates	  it.	  It’s	  like	  a	  bad	  boyfriend	  who’s	  a	  really	  
good	  kisser.	  You	  keep	  going	  back	  for	  more.	  Especially	  when	  the	  bad	  boyfriend	  is	  a	  
vanilla	  frosted	  donut	  with	  chocolate	  sprinkles.	  	  The	  absolute	  best.	  She	  also	  LOVES	  
Eggplant	  Rollitini.	  And	  Mac	  &	  Cheese.	  And	  Whoppers.	  Whoppers-­‐	  they	  can	  bring	  a	  
strong	  girl	  to	  her	  knees.	  	  
	  
She’s	  totally	  still	  a	  virgin-­‐	  and	  between	  us,	  has	  never	  been	  kissed.	  One	  of	  the	  main	  
reasons	  she	  wants	  in	  with	  the	  cool	  girls,	  is	  because	  they	  hang	  out	  with	  the	  cool	  guys.	  	  
Her	  and	  April	  don’t	  have	  any	  guy	  friends,	  let	  alone	  boyfriends.	  	  Kohel	  thinks	  it’s	  
because	  she’s	  fat	  but	  really…	  it’s	  because	  she	  THINKS	  she’s	  fat.	  Does	  that	  make	  
sense?	  Anyway,	  Kohel’s	  in	  love	  with	  this	  guy	  Peter-­‐	  he’s	  got	  this	  whole,	  Tyson	  Ritter	  
pre-­‐rehab	  thing	  going	  on,	  and	  she	  eats	  it	  up.	  They	  communicate	  only	  in	  glances	  
across	  the	  lunchroom-­‐	  I	  don’t	  think	  she’s	  talked	  to	  him	  even	  once.	  	  If	  she	  has,	  I	  don’t	  
even	  think	  Peter	  knows	  about	  it.	  	  I	  mean,	  not	  that	  it	  matters	  really-­‐	  Peter	  has	  been	  
dating	  Amy,	  since	  like,	  the	  ninth	  grade.	  They’re	  planning	  on	  going	  to	  Chapel	  Hill	  
together	  for	  college.	  Kohel	  thinks	  she	  doesn’t	  stand	  a	  chance	  but-­‐	  like,	  if	  Amy	  and	  
Peter	  ever	  broke	  up,	  it	  would	  totally	  work.	  Except	  she	  doesn’t	  think	  that.	  	  
	  
So	  anyway,	  I’ll	  get	  to	  what	  you’re	  truly	  wondering	  about	  her-­‐	  what	  pushed	  Kohel	  to	  
go	  to	  fat	  camp.	  	  Everybody	  knows	  about	  it,	  of	  course-­‐	  it’s	  a	  small	  town	  and	  an	  even	  
smaller	  high	  school.	  And	  this?	  This	  was	  an	  especially	  fucked	  up	  situation.	  
	  
Let’s	  start	  at	  the	  beginning-­‐	  the	  cool	  November	  day	  that	  Betty	  went	  into	  labor.	  
	  
Just	  kidding-­‐	  we’ll	  start	  at	  breakfast.	  
	  
Kohel	  was	  at	  McDonald’s	  for	  breakfast,	  waiting	  for	  April	  to	  come	  and	  meet	  her.	  They	  
were	  supposed	  to	  go	  to	  the	  mall,	  	  or	  something.	  Anway,	  Kohel	  is	  about	  to	  walk	  in,	  
when	  Peter	  and	  Amy	  roll	  up	  behind	  her,	  the	  rest	  of	  the	  popular	  folk	  in	  tow.	  	  Kohel,	  
being	  the	  decent	  human	  she	  is,	  held	  the	  door	  open	  for	  all	  of	  them-­‐	  Peter	  was	  the	  last	  
to	  walk	  in,	  and	  she	  SWEARS	  they	  made	  out	  with	  their	  eyes.	  So,	  then	  Peter	  holds	  the	  
door	  open	  for	  her.	  She’s	  weird	  about	  it,	  of	  course,	  says	  something	  like	  “tanks”	  or	  
whatever,	  and	  they	  both	  walk	  in.	  As	  she	  enters,	  one	  of	  the	  women	  from	  behind	  the	  
counter	  says,	  loudly-­‐	  “KOHEL!	  Haven’t	  seen	  you	  in	  a	  couple	  days,	  how	  are	  you	  dear?”	  	  
	  
Wait,	  I’m	  not	  done	  yet.	  	  
	  
Then,	  she	  smiles,	  quietly	  places	  her	  order:	  a	  steak	  egg	  &	  cheese	  mcmuffin	  with	  
hasbrowns	  and	  an	  order	  of	  cinnamon	  melts	  for	  dessert.	  Except,	  she’s	  ordering	  so	  
quietly	  that	  the	  woman	  behind	  the	  counter	  can’t	  hear	  her.	  
“Kohel,	  honey,	  what	  was	  that?”	  
“A	  steak	  egg	  &	  cheese	  McMuffin	  with	  Hasbrowns,	  and	  cinnamon	  melts”	  	  
“Louder	  honey,	  I	  can’t	  hear	  you.”	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“A	  STEAK	  EGG	  &	  CHEESE	  MCMUFFIN	  WITH	  HASHBROWNS	  AND	  CINNAMON	  
MELTS”	  She	  SCREAMED	  at	  the	  top	  of	  her	  lungs.	  	  
	  
Then	  it	  was	  like	  everything	  stopped-­‐	  the	  ENTIRE	  place	  was	  staring	  at	  her-­‐	  Peter	  and	  
Amy	  included.	  Then,	  like	  lightening	  or	  something,	  her	  order	  was	  slid	  over	  to	  her	  on	  a	  
tray.	  She	  grabbed	  the	  tray,	  and	  started	  to	  walk	  to	  a	  seat,	  but	  as	  she	  did,	  she	  tripped	  
over-­‐	  well,	  air,	  and	  the	  tray	  got	  all	  over	  her	  chest.	  	  
	  
The	  place	  was	  STILL	  silent.	  Peter’s	  douche	  friend	  Brian	  started	  a	  slow	  clap,	  which	  
then	  caught	  on,	  and	  Kohel	  looked	  at	  Peter,	  who	  wasn’t	  clapping	  and	  then	  she	  ran	  out	  
of	  the	  Mickey	  D’s	  crying.	  	  
	  
While	  she	  walked	  home	  she	  noticed	  the	  hashbrown	  was	  stuck	  in	  her	  bra.	  She	  pulled	  
it	  out	  and	  started	  to	  eat	  it,	  grow	  more	  disgusted	  with	  herself	  with	  each	  bite,	  spit	  it	  
out	  and	  ran	  all	  the	  way	  home.	  	  
	  
She	  blew	  past	  her	  mom	  and	  her	  sister	  as	  she	  walked	  in,	  stormed	  up	  to	  her	  room	  and	  
caught	  a	  glimpse	  of	  herself	  in	  the	  mirror.	  	  
She	  stopped	  
	  
Started	  to	  look	  at	  herself-­‐	  looked	  at	  how	  her	  love	  handles	  come	  over	  her	  jeans,	  that	  
her	  shirt	  was	  a	  little	  too	  tight	  and	  you	  could	  see	  her	  belly.	  She	  bent	  down	  to	  pick	  at	  
her	  thighs	  when-­‐	  her	  pants	  ripped.	  
	  
And	  that	  was	  it.	  That’s	  the	  thing	  that	  pushed	  her	  over	  the	  edge.	  Not	  only	  had	  food,	  
McDonalds,	  for	  chrissake,	  totally	  betrayed	  her-­‐	  but	  her	  pants	  had	  their	  fill	  as	  well.	  	  
	  
Then	  Libby-­‐	  perfectly	  slender	  Libby,	  came	  knocking	  on	  the	  door.	  Literally,	  the	  last	  
person	  Kohel	  wanted	  to	  see	  at	  that	  moment	  of	  sheer	  vulnerability,	  curled	  up	  
underneath	  her	  favorite	  pink	  blanket-­‐	  chenille	  that	  belonged	  to	  her	  grandmother.	  
Libby	  sat	  at	  the	  egde	  of	  the	  bed-­‐	  barely	  making	  an	  imprint	  on	  the	  mattress-­‐	  and	  
asked	  Kohel	  what	  was	  wrong.	  Kohel	  asked	  her	  to	  leave-­‐	  that	  she	  wouldn’t	  
understand.	  Libby	  gave	  her-­‐	  
“Try	  me”	  
“Well,	  I’m	  fat.”	  
“No	  you’re	  not”	  
“Yes	  I	  am.	  I’m	  fat,	  and	  it	  sucks	  and	  there’s	  nothing	  I	  can	  do	  about	  it.”	  
“Yes	  there	  is-­‐“	  
“I	  tried	  dieting,	  I	  tried	  cleansing,	  I	  tried	  exercising-­‐	  but	  I’m	  still	  like	  this.	  But	  you-­‐	  
you’ve	  never	  had	  to	  worry	  about	  any	  of	  this	  so	  don’t	  even	  try	  to	  tell	  me	  you	  know	  
how	  to	  fix	  it”	  
“I	  wasn’t	  saying	  that	  I	  was-­‐“	  
“Just	  leave	  me	  alone.”	  	  
	  
 48 
Libby	  sat	  there	  for	  like,	  a	  second	  and	  then	  got	  up,	  shut	  the	  door	  and	  left.	  
	  
Kohel’s	  never	  cried	  that	  hard	  in	  her	  life.	  At	  that	  moment,	  April	  tried	  to	  call,	  and	  she	  
ignored	  it.	  	  
	  
Later	  that	  day,	  Kohel	  was	  flipping	  through	  the	  channels-­‐	  which	  all	  seemed	  tobe	  
those	  fitness	  infomercials.	  You	  know,	  that	  Tony	  Gazelle	  freak,	  30	  Second	  Abs,	  
freakin’	  Weight	  Watchers.	  	  
	  
She	  hopped	  on	  her	  laptop,	  pulled	  up	  the	  Weight	  Watchers	  website.	  Dissatisfied	  
(keeping	  track	  of	  points?	  Please.)	  she	  kept	  digging	  on	  the	  internet-­‐	  for	  something	  
easier,	  something	  quicker-­‐	  when	  she	  found-­‐	  
	  
Camp	  Shane	  Trails:	  A	  Weight	  Loss	  Facility.	  	  	  
	  
That	  night	  at	  dinner,	  she	  only	  ate	  a	  salad	  and	  proposed	  the	  idea	  to	  her	  parents.	  The	  
first	  thing	  out	  of	  her	  dad’s	  mouth	  was	  “how	  much?”	  and	  the	  answer	  was	  too	  much.	  
He	  told	  Kohel	  it	  was	  never	  going	  to	  happen,	  she	  would	  have	  to	  diet	  and	  exercise	  at	  
home.	  
	  
Kohel	  re-­‐visited	  the	  website	  and	  noticed,	  in	  a	  teeny-­‐tiny	  font	  in	  the	  corner,	  a	  link	  
that	  read	  SCHOLARSHIPS.	  	  She	  clicked	  it-­‐	  all	  she	  had	  to	  do	  was	  write	  a	  500	  word	  
essay	  explaining	  why	  she	  deserves	  the	  scholarship.	  So,	  she	  did.	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
	  
She	  got	  a	  call	  from	  the	  owner	  of	  the	  camp-­‐	  Shane	  Peabody,	  who	  then	  asked	  her	  more	  
about	  herself.	  Why	  does	  she	  want	  to	  lose	  the	  weight?	  What	  does	  she	  feel	  she’s	  doing	  
wrong?	  What	  can	  the	  camp	  do	  to	  help?	  Kohel	  answered	  honestly	  and	  earnestly-­‐	  	  she	  
wants	  to	  lose	  the	  weight	  because	  the	  weight	  makes	  her	  feel	  ugly,	  and	  unhealthy.	  She	  
feels	  that	  she’s	  doing	  everything	  wrong-­‐	  she	  doesn’t	  know	  how	  to	  eat	  properly,	  or	  
how	  to	  make	  exercise	  interesting	  or	  fun-­‐	  and	  she	  believes	  that	  the	  camp	  will	  help	  
her	  learn	  all	  of	  these	  things-­‐	  it	  will	  teach	  her	  how	  to	  eat	  right,	  to	  make	  exercise	  a	  
habit,	  and	  it	  will	  help	  her	  feel	  BETTER	  about	  who	  she	  is.	  	  
	  
She	  was	  awarded	  the	  scholarship	  on	  the	  spot.	  	  
	  























Sophie.	  Sophie,	  Sophie,	  Sophie.	  Sophie	  doesn’t	  give	  a	  fuck.	  She	  sees	  through	  your	  
bullshit	  and	  will	  call	  you	  out	  on	  it.	  She’s	  fat-­‐	  she	  knows	  that	  she’s	  fat	  and	  she	  doesn’t	  
think	  fat	  is	  a	  dirty	  word.	  Call	  her	  fat,	  she’ll	  say	  thank	  you.	  “At	  least	  I	  know	  how	  to	  
live.”	  Her	  parents	  have	  been	  shipping	  her	  off	  to	  fat	  camps	  since	  she	  was	  12-­‐	  not	  that	  
they’re	  concerned	  about	  her	  health,	  rather	  they’re	  concerned	  about	  THEIR	  
appearance.	  She’s	  basically	  a	  fat	  camp	  aficionado.	  And	  like	  I	  said-­‐	  Sophie	  gives	  no	  
fucks.	  She’s	  literally	  been	  kicked	  out	  of	  every	  Fat	  Camp	  except	  Camp	  Shane	  Trails.	  
Not	  even	  for	  Contra!	  For	  like,	  refusing	  to	  participate	  in	  activities-­‐	  for	  instance-­‐	  a	  
Wellspring	  camp	  she	  was	  at	  in	  Texas-­‐	  the	  kind	  of	  place	  where	  they	  put	  a	  blue	  patch	  
on	  your	  tongue	  to	  keep	  you	  from	  eating-­‐	  did	  this	  thing	  called	  Patriot	  Week.	  Every	  
day	  of	  the	  week	  you	  had	  to	  wear	  red	  white	  &	  blue,	  or	  your	  bunk	  lost	  points.	  You	  also	  
had	  to	  sing	  patriotic	  songs	  while	  you	  performed	  whatever	  activity	  you	  were	  
assigned	  to	  that	  day.	  Weird,	  I	  know.	  Well,	  Sophie	  wore	  black	  everyday	  and	  anytime	  a	  
counselor	  told	  her	  to	  sing	  God	  Bless	  America,	  she	  screeched	  Anarchy	  in	  the	  UK	  by	  
the	  Sex	  Pistols	  instead.	  When	  she	  came	  out	  wearing	  an	  upside	  American	  flag	  as	  her	  
shirt,	  her	  parents	  were	  called	  and	  she	  was	  forced	  to	  leave.	  Without	  refund.	  For	  any	  
“normal”	  American	  family,	  this	  would	  be	  a	  huge	  dent	  in	  the	  pocket.	  But,	  like	  most	  of	  
the	  families	  who	  send	  their	  children	  to	  fat	  camp,	  it	  was	  chump	  change	  and	  they	  
promptly	  signed	  her	  up	  for	  another	  place-­‐	  which	  she	  then	  swiftly	  got	  kicked	  out	  of.	  	  
A	  lot	  of	  Sophie’s	  rebellious	  attitude	  comes	  from	  her	  Grandmother,	  weirdly	  enough.	  
Her	  Nana	  was	  a	  no-­‐nonsense	  old	  lady	  who,	  like	  Sophie,	  didn’t	  give	  much	  of	  a	  fuck.	  
She	  passed	  away	  last	  summer,	  and	  Sophie	  took	  it	  hard.	  She	  gained	  20lbs	  last	  year.	  
Her	  parents	  told	  her	  if	  she	  got	  kicked	  out	  of	  Camp	  Shane	  Trails,	  she	  couldn’t	  come	  
home.	  	  
	   Her	  favorite	  music	  spans	  a	  lot-­‐	  she	  loves	  early	  era	  CBGBs	  punk-­‐	  Misfits,	  
Blondie,	  Talking	  Heads,	  and	  of	  course,	  the	  Ramones.	  She	  has	  a	  sweet	  record	  
collection	  at	  home,	  that	  she	  keeps	  hidden	  from	  her	  parents	  who	  would-­‐	  without	  a	  
doubt-­‐	  confiscate	  it	  immediately	  if	  they	  found	  it.	  She	  actually	  snuck	  a	  record	  player	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into	  camp	  (don’t	  ask	  me	  how,	  because	  I	  have	  NO	  idea)	  and	  brought	  3-­‐4	  albums	  with	  
her.	  She’s	  waiting	  on	  Sara	  to	  send	  her	  more	  via	  plush.	  She	  likes	  movies,	  but	  
definitely	  prefers	  TV.	  Her	  favorite	  shows	  are	  The	  Gilmore	  Girls,	  Buffy,	  and	  
Impractical	  Jokers.	  She	  doesn’t	  really	  dabble	  in	  TV	  Drama	  yet,	  but	  she’s	  getting	  
there.	  
	   Unlike	  a	  lot	  of	  the	  girls	  at	  camp,	  Sophie	  truly	  likes	  her	  body.	  It’s	  her	  parents	  




















































Miranda.	  How	  do	  I	  describe	  Miranda	  to	  you?	  Well,	  I	  guess	  first	  off-­‐	  she’s	  a	  total	  bitch.	  
Like,	  just	  a	  mean	  girl.	  Why?	  Well-­‐	  she	  hates	  herself.	  And	  for	  some	  reason,	  she	  can’t	  
do	  it	  in	  the	  normal,	  cry	  while	  looking	  in	  the	  mirror	  way	  the	  rest	  of	  us	  do.	  She’s	  super	  
insecure	  in	  her	  skin	  and	  takes	  it	  out	  on	  anyone	  else	  who’s	  making	  progress.	  Even	  
girls	  who	  aren’t	  making	  progress,	  and	  just	  like	  themselves.	  Like	  Sophie,	  for	  example.	  
Miranda	  gives	  Sophie	  the	  hardest	  time	  ever,	  but	  it’s	  because	  Sophie	  doesn’t	  give	  a	  
fuck.	  The	  thing	  is	  though,	  is	  that	  Miranda	  isn’t	  always	  like	  this.	  Oh,	  no.	  During	  the	  
school	  year,	  back	  at	  her	  high	  school,	  Miranda	  is	  at	  the	  bottom	  of	  the	  totem	  pole.	  
Actually,	  she’s	  not	  even	  on	  the	  totem	  pole.	  Her	  life	  starts	  and	  ends	  at	  Camp	  Shane	  
Trails.	  She’s	  been	  coming	  since	  she	  was	  12	  years	  old.	  And	  she	  has	  gained	  back	  any	  
weight	  she	  has	  ever	  lost.	  Literally,	  all	  of	  it,	  if	  not	  more.	  Since	  she	  was	  12,	  she’s	  
actually	  gained	  15lbs.	  Which	  is…	  disheartening	  for	  her.	  Her	  younger	  sister,	  Mags,	  
joined	  her	  at	  camp	  this	  summer	  and	  it’s	  totally	  cramping	  her	  style	  because	  1.)	  Mags	  
knows	  the	  truth	  about	  Miranda’s	  popularity	  and	  2.)	  Mags	  is	  a	  TOTAL	  loser.	  Miranda	  
doesn’t	  even	  want	  people	  to	  find	  out	  they	  know	  each	  other,	  let	  alone	  are	  related	  to	  
one	  another.	  Miranda	  loves	  Taylor	  Swift	  and	  that’s	  about	  it.	  Old	  Taylor	  Swift,	  new	  
Taylor	  Swift.	  All	  of	  the	  Taylor	  Swift.	  And	  her	  favorite	  movie	  is	  Mean	  Girls,	  although,	  
I’m	  pretty	  sure	  she	  got	  the	  wrong	  message	  from	  it.	  Miranda	  smuggles	  in	  Contra-­‐	  
except,	  she	  uses	  it	  to	  her	  advantage-­‐	  a	  power	  move,	  if	  you	  will.	  She	  and	  the	  other	  
girls	  in	  her	  cabin	  get	  the	  girls	  at	  the	  camp	  what	  they	  want.	  But	  for	  a	  price..	  If	  you	  
want	  it,	  she’ll	  get	  it	  for	  you.	  Any	  food	  at	  anytime.	  Contra	  is	  like,	  no	  big	  deal	  for	  her.	  
She	  has	  her	  older	  sister,	  Sara-­‐	  who	  hates	  her	  parents	  just	  as	  much	  as	  Miranda	  does-­‐	  
send	  her	  Hershey	  bars,	  Skittles,	  Circus	  Peanuts-­‐	  whatever	  your	  hear	  desires.	  You’re	  
probably	  thinking	  “no	  way,	  that’s	  too	  easy”	  but	  it	  really	  is	  that	  easy.	  	  Well,	  almost	  
anyway.	  So	  like,	  when	  you	  have	  packages	  sent	  to	  you,	  you	  have	  to	  open	  it	  in	  front	  of	  
a	  counselor	  in	  the	  Camp	  Room.	  You	  dump	  it	  out	  in	  front	  of	  them,	  they	  peek	  around	  it	  
a	  little	  bit,	  and	  then	  you’re	  on	  your	  merry	  way.	  No,	  Sara	  doesn’t	  just	  send	  her	  candy.	  
Instead,	  Sophie	  has	  quite	  the	  stuffed	  animal	  collection.	  	  Sara	  sends	  Sophie	  a	  new	  
stuffed	  animal	  once	  a	  week	  in	  a	  care	  package.	  When	  you	  rip	  that	  stuffed	  animal	  
open-­‐	  out	  pours	  the	  Contra.	  It’s	  flawless.	  
	  
DEB,	  AN	  ORAL	  HISTORY:	  
	   Deb	  is…	  if	  I	  could	  use	  one	  word	  to	  describe	  Deb	  it	  would	  be-­‐	  sugar.	  I	  know	  
that’s	  not	  like,	  technically	  an	  adjective	  or	  whatever,	  but	  it’s	  so…	  DEB!	  She’s	  always	  
hyped	  up,	  even	  when	  she’s	  not-­‐	  and	  she’s	  CONSTANTLY	  moving.	  The	  woman	  
literally	  never	  stops	  moving.	  She’ll	  break	  into	  jumping	  jacks	  during	  the	  morning	  
announcements	  just	  to	  get	  her	  “heart	  moving.”	  She’s	  like…	  Tinkerbell,	  if	  Tinkerbell	  
snorted	  a	  pixie	  stick	  and	  drank	  three	  Red	  Bulls.	  It’s	  hard	  to	  like	  her	  because	  she’s	  so	  
damn	  nice.	  But,	  if	  you	  sit	  and	  actually	  have	  a	  conversation	  with	  her,	  you’ll	  find	  out	  
she’s	  pretty	  cool	  when	  she’s	  not	  moving	  a	  mile	  a	  minute.	  She’s	  struggled	  with	  body	  
image	  her	  whole	  life,	  but	  finds	  that	  exercise	  and	  movement	  keeps	  her	  mind	  clear	  
and	  her	  endorphins	  up.	  For	  most	  of	  her	  teens	  and	  early	  twenties,	  she	  suffered	  from	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depression.	  All	  jacked	  up	  on	  pills,	  a	  suicide	  hotline	  she	  would	  call	  frequently	  (not	  
because	  she	  was	  going	  to	  kill	  herself,	  but	  because	  she	  needed	  the	  company)	  
suggested	  that	  she	  try	  exercising	  daily.	  The	  next	  morning	  she	  went	  for	  a	  run.	  And	  
she	  was	  hooked.	  	  
	  
THE	  GIRLS	  IN	  BUNK	  12:	  
	  
Bunk	  12,	  historically,	  has	  been	  the	  nerdiest	  bunk	  at	  Camp	  Shane	  Trails.	  And	  I	  don’t	  
mean	  like,	  the	  cute	  nerdy	  girl	  who	  likes	  video	  games.	  I	  mean	  true	  nerds.	  Acne	  
ridden,	  in	  oversized-­‐t	  shirts,	  and	  were	  at	  one	  time	  into	  wrestling.	  The	  WWF	  kind.	  	  
	  
MAGS:	  
Mags	  is	  a	  newbie	  to	  CST.	  She’s	  13	  and	  she	  plays	  the	  drums	  in	  marching	  band,	  but	  
would	  love	  to	  start	  a	  band	  of	  her	  own.	  Her	  older	  sister	  is	  none	  other	  than	  Miranda,	  
and	  the	  two	  couldn’t	  be	  more	  opposite-­‐	  or	  so	  they	  think.	  	  
	  
STACEY:	  
Stacey	  plays	  World	  of	  Warcraft.	  She’s	  a	  level	  100,	  and	  could	  sell	  her	  account	  for	  
literally	  thousands	  of	  dollars.	  During	  the	  summer,	  during	  which	  she	  has	  no	  access	  to	  
her	  computer,	  she	  leases	  out	  her	  account	  for	  400$	  a	  month.	  She’s	  recently	  gotten	  her	  
acne	  under	  control,	  but	  most	  of	  her	  t-­‐shirts	  are	  made	  by	  BLIZZARD.	  She	  hangs	  out	  
with	  a	  lot	  of	  guys,	  but	  has	  never	  been	  kissed.	  She	  has	  a	  huge	  crush	  on	  her	  BFF,	  Sam.	  	  
	  
MAE:	  
Mae	  is	  16	  and	  a	  CST	  vet.	  She’s	  lost	  her	  weight,	  but	  that	  doesn’t	  mean	  her	  interests	  
have	  changed	  at	  all.	  Mae	  plays	  Magic-­‐	  and	  is	  actually	  one	  of	  the	  top	  ten	  players	  in	  
Ohio.	  She’s	  even	  got	  a	  Magic	  tattoo	  on	  her	  forearm-­‐	  of	  her	  favorite	  card,	  
WAREWOMAN.	  This	  summer,	  she’s	  back	  at	  camp	  to	  get	  the	  last	  few	  pounds	  off,	  and	  
hopes	  not	  to	  come	  back	  next	  summer.	  
	  
HANNAH	  
This	  is	  Hannah’s	  first	  summer	  at	  CST.	  She	  wants	  to	  lose	  20lbs,	  and	  head	  back	  to	  
school	  with	  good	  spirit.	  Hanna	  loves	  Disney.	  Like	  a	  lot.	  Like	  too	  much	  for	  a	  15	  year	  
old	  girl.	  Her	  favorite	  movie	  is	  Toy	  Story-­‐	  she	  also	  has	  a	  little	  bit	  of	  an	  infatuation	  
with	  Woody?	  	  
	  
LORI:	  
Lori	  is	  17	  years	  old-­‐	  the	  oldest	  girl	  in	  the	  bunk,	  and	  she’s	  been	  at	  CST	  for	  two	  
summers	  and	  has	  lost	  over	  50lbs	  during	  her	  time	  here.	  She	  hopes	  to	  come	  back	  next	  
summer	  as	  a	  camp	  counselor.	  Lori’s	  brand	  of	  nerd	  is	  Star	  Wars,	  which	  she	  knows	  is	  




How	  do	  we	  describe	  Tony?	  	  Tony	  isn’t	  necessarily	  a	  nerd.	  She	  doesn’t	  like	  things	  that	  
make	  someone	  nerdy.	  But	  she’s	  a	  social	  reject	  nonetheless.	  Is	  it	  her	  dry	  sense	  of	  
humor?	  Maybe.	  The	  way	  she	  wears	  her	  hair	  super	  short?	  Maybe.	  That	  she	  wears	  the	  
same	  t-­‐shirt	  everyday?	  Probably.	  	  
	  
	   	  
 56 
POSSIBLE	  FUTURE	  EPISODES:	  
	  
301:	  Kohel	  is	  split	  up	  from	  her	  bunk	  for	  a	  camp	  wide	  game	  of	  COLOR	  WAR-­‐	  and	  
naturally,	  she’s	  paired	  with	  Miranda	  and	  Rob.	  Miranda	  will	  do	  anything	  she	  can	  to	  
keep	  the	  two	  apart.	  
	  
401:	  Sophie	  gets	  an	  outside	  source	  for	  contraband	  and	  wraps	  Kohel	  into	  her	  
scheme.	  Bunk	  17	  declares	  war	  on	  Bunk	  12	  for	  contraband	  territory.	  
	  
501:	  FAMILY	  DAY!	  Everyone’s	  parents	  come	  to	  camp	  for	  the	  day.	  Kohel	  is	  forced	  
compete	  with	  her	  sister	  for	  her	  parents’	  attention.	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CAMP	  SHANE	  TRAILS	  SCHEDULE:	  KOHEL	  LARSON	  
	  
CAMP	  SCHEDULE:	  MONDAY	  
	  
8AM:	  WAKE	  UP	  CALL	  
8:30AM:	  BREAKFAST	  (SEE	  MENU)	  
10AM:	  FREE	  TIME	  (CLEAN	  BUNK,	  GO	  FOR	  A	  WALK,	  SIT	  BY	  THE	  POOL,	  SCHEDULE	  
ANOTHER	  ACTIVITY)	  
11:30AM:	  CARDIO	  
1PM:	  LUNCH	  (SEE	  MENU)	  
2PM:	  SECOND	  ACTIVITY	  (HIP	  HOP)	  
3:30PM:	  BE	  YOUR	  BEST	  SELF	  (Weekly	  class	  with	  Brandi-­‐	  a	  wise	  crackin’	  no	  bullshit	  
old	  lady,	  who	  digs	  in	  deep	  to	  figure	  out	  why	  you	  find	  solstice	  in	  food)	  	  
5:00PM:	  DINNER	  (SEE	  MENU)	  
7:00PM:	  BONFIRE	  
10:00PM:	  LIGHTS	  OUT	  
	  
CAMP	  SCHEDULE:	  TUESDAY	  
	  
8AM:	  WAKE	  UP	  CALL	  
8:30AM:	  BREAKFAST	  (SEE	  MENU)	  
10AM:	  FREE	  TIME	  
11:30AM:	  CARDIO	  
1PM:	  LUNCH	  (SEE	  MENU)	  
2PM:	  SECOND	  ACTIVITY	  (HIP	  HOP)	  
3:30PM:	  THIRD	  ACTIVITY	  (SWIM	  CARDIO)	  
5:00PM:	  DINNER	  (SEE	  MENU)	  
7:00PM:	  BONFIRE	  
10:00PM:	  LIGHTS	  OUT	  
	  
	  
CAMP	  SCHEDULE:	  WEDNESDAY	  
	  
8AM:	  WAKE	  UP	  CALL	  
8:30AM:	  BREAKFAST	  (SEE	  MENU)	  
10AM:	  FREE	  TIME	  
11:30AM:	  CARDIO	  
1PM:	  LUNCH	  (SEE	  MENU)	  
2PM:	  SECOND	  ACTIVITY	  (HIP	  HOP)	  
3:30PM:	  THIRD	  ACTIVITY	  (GAGA)	  
5:00PM:	  DINNER	  (SEE	  MENU)	  
7:00PM:	  BONFIRE	  





CAMP	  SCHEDULE:	  THURSDAY	  
	  
8AM:	  WAKE	  UP	  CALL	  
8:30AM:	  BREAKFAST	  (SEE	  MENU)	  
10AM:	  FREE	  TIME	  
11:30AM:	  CARDIO	  
1PM:	  LUNCH	  (SEE	  MENU)	  
2PM:	  SECOND	  ACTIVITY	  (HIP	  HOP)	  
3:30PM:	  THIRD	  ACTIVITY	  (SOFTBALL)	  
5:00PM:	  DINNER	  (SEE	  MENU)	  
7:00PM:	  BONFIRE	  
10:00PM:	  LIGHTS	  OUT	  
	  
	  
CAMP	  SCHEDULE:	  FRIDAY	  
	  
8AM:	  WAKE	  UP	  CALL	  
8:30AM:	  BREAKFAST	  (SEE	  MENU)	  
10AM:	  FREE	  TIME	  
11:30AM:	  CARDIO	  
1PM:	  LUNCH	  (SEE	  MENU)	  
2PM:	  SECOND	  ACTIVITY	  (HIP	  HOP)	  
3:30PM:	  THIRD	  ACTIVITY	  (MINI	  GOLF)	  
5:00PM:	  DINNER	  (SEE	  MENU)	  
7:00PM:	  BONFIRE	  
10:00PM:	  LIGHTS	  OUT	  
	  
	  
CAMP	  SCHEDULE:	  SATURDAY	  
	  
8AM:	  WAKE	  UP	  CALL	  
8:30AM:	  BREAKFAST	  (SEE	  MENU)	  
10AM:	  FREE	  TIME	  
11:30AM:	  CARDIO	  
1PM:	  LUNCH	  (SEE	  MENU)	  
2PM:	  SECOND	  ACTIVITY	  (HIP	  HOP)	  
3:30PM:	  THIRD	  ACTIVITY	  (BASKETBALL)	  
5:00PM:	  DINNER	  (SEE	  MENU)	  
7:00PM:	  BONFIRE	  
10:00PM:	  LIGHTS	  OUT	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SUMMER	  IS	  8	  WEEKS	  LONG	  
4	  FIELD	  TRIPS:	  WATER	  PARK,	  MOVIES,	  MUESEUM	  VISIT,	  PLANET	  FITNESS	  
NIGHTLY	  BONFIRE	  ACTIVITIES	  SUCH	  AS,	  BUT	  NOT	  LIMITED	  TO:	  LIVE	  MUSIC	  
(CAMP	  COUNSELORS	  PLAYING	  DAVE	  MATTHEWS	  BAND	  COVERS),	  MOVIES	  ON	  THE	  
BIG	  SCREEN,	  BOARD	  GAMES,	  SNACK	  TIME	  (BAKED	  CHIPS,	  PRETZELS,	  	  CARROTS,	  
BEETS)	  	  
BE	  YOUR	  BEST	  SELF:	  A	  WEEKLY-­‐	  AND	  COED-­‐	  CLASS	  WHERE	  BRANDI	  	  TEACHES	  
GIRLS	  HOW	  TO	  DO	  THEIR	  MAKEUP,	  	  HOW	  BOYS	  SHOULD	  RESPECT	  WOMEN,	  AND	  
HOW	  TO	  LOVE	  YOURSELF.	  
	  
COLOR	  WAR,	  TALENT	  SHOW.	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Appendix	  D:	  Interview	  with	  Danni	  Zeidler	  
	  
What’s	  the	  proper	  term	  for	  fat	  camp?	  
Weight	  loss	  facility	  
	  
How	  did	  it	  make	  you	  feel	  when	  someone	  referred	  to	  it	  as	  a	  Fat	  Camp?	  
I	  didn’t	  care,	  the	  owners	  did.	  The	  skinner	  kids	  didn’t	  like	  it	  being	  called	  a	  fat	  camp,	  
but	  I	  called	  it	  fat	  camp,	  but	  it	  was	  technically	  New	  Image	  Weight	  Loss	  Facility.	  The	  
owner	  would	  get	  really	  upset	  if	  you	  called	  it	  a	  fat	  camp.	  His	  dad	  used	  to	  run	  the	  
weight	  watchers	  camp,	  and	  he	  remade	  it	  using	  a	  healthier	  alternative-­‐	  you	  could	  eat	  
more	  freely	  but	  be	  conscious	  of	  portions	  and	  all	  that.	  
	  
What	  was	  the	  Mess	  Hall	  like?	  
We	  were	  separated	  into	  cabins,	  so	  we	  sat	  with	  our	  cabins-­‐	  each	  age	  group	  sat	  
together,	  and	  for	  lunch	  and	  dinner	  there	  would	  be	  a	  full	  salad	  bar-­‐	  we	  could	  eat	  as	  
much	  as	  we	  want,	  with	  unlimited	  balsamic	  dressing.	  	  If	  we	  wanted	  any	  condiments,	  
they	  were	  prepackaged	  and	  you	  got	  one	  and	  that	  was	  it.	  For	  food,	  you	  would	  go	  up,	  
and	  tell	  them	  what	  you	  wanted-­‐	  but	  you	  were	  allowed	  X	  amount	  until	  you	  had	  like,	  
your	  proteins,	  your	  carbs,	  your	  this,	  your	  that,	  and	  then	  that’s	  it.	  If	  you	  were	  still	  
hungry,	  then	  you	  ate	  salad.	  But	  everything	  was	  really	  fresh,	  really	  good-­‐	  we	  would	  
go-­‐	  you	  know	  the	  mini-­‐frozen	  bagels?	  That’s	  two	  pieces	  of	  bread.	  Every	  spoon	  they	  
had	  was	  a	  measurement-­‐	  everything	  was	  a	  perfect	  serving	  size	  of	  whatever	  it	  was.	  
For	  some	  kids,	  if	  they	  had	  reached	  their	  weight,	  they	  had	  a	  special	  bracelet	  and	  they	  
could	  go	  up	  for	  seconds.	  If	  they’re	  considered	  “At	  Weight”	  then	  they	  could	  eat	  extra	  
in	  order	  to	  maintain.	  	  
	  
What	  were	  the	  food	  options?	  
PB&J,	  Cheese	  Sandwich.	  They	  would	  have	  different	  things.	  You	  could	  barter	  with	  
some	  kids.	  
	  
Tell	  me	  more	  about	  that.	  
I	  loved	  their	  zucchini	  sticks.	  Other	  girls	  didn’t	  like	  it	  so	  much.	  But	  they	  always	  
served	  it	  with	  other	  things,	  so	  I	  would	  be	  like	  “if	  you	  give	  me	  your	  sticks,	  I’ll	  give	  you	  
this.”	  We	  would	  get	  snack,	  and	  desert	  everyday	  and	  we	  would	  save	  the	  things	  that	  
were	  in	  packages-­‐	  baked	  lays	  and	  stuff.	  Everyday	  in	  the	  afternoon	  we’d	  get	  an	  ice-­‐
pop,	  or	  fruit.	  And	  at	  night	  we’d	  all	  get	  dessert	  and	  we	  could	  have	  chips	  or	  sugar	  free	  
ice	  pops,	  like	  fudgescicles.	  And	  at	  night,	  they	  would	  have	  a	  place	  you	  could	  go	  and	  
get	  diet	  soda,	  or	  diet	  iced	  tea.	  Your	  parents	  would	  give	  money	  to	  the	  camp,	  you	  
would	  get	  camp	  money-­‐	  little	  tickets-­‐	  and	  use	  it	  to	  get	  	  knick-­‐knacks,	  or	  diet	  soda,	  
iced	  tea.	  Gum	  wasn’t	  allowed-­‐	  they	  wanted	  us	  to	  get	  out	  of	  the	  habit	  of	  constantly	  
chewing	  on	  things.	  But	  the	  counselors	  would	  sneak	  it	  in	  for	  us.	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What	  were	  your	  counselors	  like?	  Your	  relationships?	  
There	  was	  a	  lot	  of	  issues	  when	  we	  first	  got	  to	  camp.	  So	  they	  did	  a	  lot	  of	  switching	  
around	  of	  them-­‐	  issues	  with	  girls	  in	  the	  bunks.	  I	  had	  this	  girl	  named	  Becky,	  she	  was	  
awesome,	  then	  we	  were	  left	  with	  Harriet-­‐	  you’d	  think	  old	  lady,	  right?	  She	  was	  a	  size	  
0,	  personal	  trainer-­‐esque	  type.	  She	  was	  nice,	  she	  was	  always	  there	  to	  help	  us	  if	  we	  
needed	  it.	  We	  had	  this	  heavy	  black	  woman-­‐	  she	  didn’t	  take	  shit	  from	  anybody.	  If	  
anyone	  gave	  us	  a	  hard	  time,	  she’d	  start	  fuckin’	  shit	  up.	  She	  brought	  a	  DVD	  player	  
into	  camp,	  and	  when-­‐	  half	  of	  my	  bunk	  was	  terrible,	  the	  other	  half	  was	  great.	  We	  
would	  stay	  up	  all	  night,	  on	  like	  the	  one	  corner	  of	  the	  bunk,	  and	  she	  would	  like,	  bring	  
us	  magazines-­‐	  just	  for	  us-­‐	  and	  we	  would	  watch	  movies.	  They	  would	  search	  our	  
bunks	  though.	  If	  someone	  said	  you	  had	  something	  you	  couldn’t	  have-­‐	  hiding	  candy,	  




You	  get	  packages	  mailed	  to	  you,	  you	  have	  to	  open	  them	  in	  front	  of	  a	  counselor	  in	  the	  
camp	  room.	  But	  they	  just	  kinda	  look	  in	  the	  box.	  They	  would	  sew	  them	  into	  stuffed	  
animals-­‐	  the	  kids	  would	  know	  exactly	  where	  to	  open	  and	  get	  candy	  bars.	  Anywhere	  
from	  25-­‐50	  dollars	  a	  piece.	  Kids	  would	  bring	  cash	  in,	  to	  then	  buy	  contraband-­‐	  but	  
we	  would	  go	  onto	  field	  trips.	  No	  cell	  phones-­‐	  people	  would	  hide	  those.	  You	  wouldn’t	  
get	  it	  back	  until	  the	  end	  of	  the	  camp-­‐	  and	  your	  parent	  had	  to	  do	  it.	  
	  
What	  about	  bartering	  for	  contraband?	  
It	  was	  mostly	  just	  cash.	  They	  were	  all	  Jewish,	  and	  very	  rich.	  And	  they	  all	  had	  money,	  
and	  they	  liked	  to	  buy	  dumb	  things	  with	  it.	  Cash	  is	  king.	  
	  
So,	  how	  did	  people	  feel	  in	  the	  mess	  hall?	  	  
It	  was	  comforting.	  I	  have	  a	  big	  issue	  eating	  in	  public-­‐	  but	  when	  I	  was	  there,	  I	  didn’t	  
care.	  No	  shame.	  Among	  anybody.	  It	  was	  mostly	  the	  thinner	  kids	  with	  the	  complexes.	  
They	  were	  so	  uncomfortable	  with	  themselves	  they	  couldn’t	  understand	  how	  we	  
were	  so	  comfortable.	  They	  would	  eat	  like,	  cross	  their	  legs,	  take	  awkward	  tiny	  bites.	  	  
Looking	  around	  to	  see	  what	  everyone	  is	  doing.	  Everybody	  there	  has	  their	  own	  set	  of	  
issues,	  and	  you	  could	  see	  how	  different	  people	  cope	  with	  things.	  Everybody	  like,	  
clicked	  together.	  The	  mean	  fat	  girls?	  Got	  together.	  The	  people	  who	  didn’t	  give	  a	  
fuck?	  Me	  and	  my	  friends.	  Then	  the	  shy	  kids,	  the	  athletic	  kids,	  the	  foreign	  kids.	  A	  lot	  
of	  them	  by	  states.	  One	  of	  the	  girls	  there-­‐	  she	  was	  from	  Spain.	  Her	  dad	  owned	  a	  fancy	  
high	  end	  restaurant,	  in	  spain	  famous	  people	  went	  there	  and	  stuff	  and	  everyone	  was	  
really	  mean	  to	  her.	  She	  was	  beautiful.	  They	  found	  the	  camp	  online	  and	  sent	  her	  
there	  for	  8	  weeks.	  She	  was	  a	  little	  bottom	  heavy	  but	  I’d	  never	  consider	  her	  to	  be	  fat.	  
She	  was	  there	  because	  she	  was	  uncomfortable-­‐	  and	  around	  the	  famous	  rich	  people-­‐	  
they	  were	  so	  thin.	  She’s	  Spanish,	  she	  was	  hippy.	  But	  she	  hated	  it.	  	  
	  
When	  it	  came	  to	  actual	  weight	  loss,	  was	  it	  competitive?	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Yes	  and	  no.	  Ideally,	  as	  long	  as	  we	  were	  losing	  weight	  that	  all	  they	  really	  cared	  about.	  
[ON	  WEIGH	  IN]	  you	  would	  walk	  into	  a	  room	  and	  there	  were	  three	  people	  there-­‐	  the	  
owner	  of	  the	  camp,	  this	  guy	  Joe-­‐	  you	  would	  get	  weighed	  sort	  of	  in	  private.	  They	  
would	  set	  it	  up	  in	  the	  auditorium.	  If	  we	  even	  lost	  one	  pound,	  they	  would	  be	  psyched	  
about	  it.	  But	  other	  girls	  could	  see	  it-­‐	  I	  didn’t	  care.	  Some	  of	  the	  girls	  cared.	  I	  would	  
take	  off	  my	  shoes,	  socked,	  short	  shorts	  and	  a	  tank	  top-­‐	  I	  didn’t	  care.	  Some	  girls	  
stayed	  in	  sweatpants	  and	  a	  sweatshirt	  because	  they	  were	  embarrassed.	  I	  was	  so	  
close	  with	  my	  friends,	  we	  were	  so	  encouraging	  of	  each	  other	  we	  disregarded	  other	  
people.	  Some	  girls	  didn’t	  feel	  so	  good	  if	  they	  couldn’t	  keep	  up.	  I	  had	  a	  knee	  problem	  
but	  I	  was	  always	  moving.	  Some	  of	  them-­‐	  their	  parents	  sent	  them,	  but	  they	  didn’t	  
take	  it	  seriously.	  For	  the	  ones	  of	  us	  who	  chose	  to	  go-­‐	  we	  all	  took	  it	  for	  full	  advantage.	  
The	  ones	  who’s	  parents	  made	  them-­‐	  it	  was	  their	  6th	  year	  coming,	  because	  they	  
gained	  back	  the	  weight	  every	  year	  because	  they	  weren’t	  taking	  advantage	  of	  what	  it	  
has	  to	  offer.	  	  
	  
Take	  me	  through	  a	  day	  at	  camp.	  
You	  wake	  up.	  You	  walk	  up	  a	  big	  hill,	  say	  the	  pledge,	  morning	  announcements-­‐	  what	  
activities	  we	  were	  gonna	  do	  that	  night,	  or	  color	  war,	  things	  like	  that-­‐	  then	  we	  had	  
breakfast.	  	  After	  breakfast	  we	  had	  45	  minutes	  of	  downtime	  to	  hang	  out	  in	  the	  bunks.	  
Then	  we’d	  go,	  an	  hour	  and	  a	  half	  of	  cardio	  every	  day-­‐	  except	  for	  Sundays.	  It	  was	  
essentially	  a	  mix	  between	  Zumba	  and	  kickboxing-­‐	  and	  all	  the	  girls	  together,	  and	  we	  
would	  just	  GO.	  We	  would	  run	  laps.	  We	  would	  have	  a	  morning	  activity-­‐	  then	  we’d	  
have	  lunch.	  Some	  morning	  activities	  were	  like,	  every	  day	  we	  would	  be	  assigned	  
something	  different-­‐	  every	  Tuesday	  it	  would	  be	  a	  dance	  class,	  or	  pool,	  or	  mini-­‐golf,	  
and	  Be	  Your	  Best	  Classes.	  With	  Bobbie-­‐	  little	  old	  Jewish	  lady,	  teaching	  us	  how	  to	  love	  
ourselves.	  But	  she	  made	  us	  do	  that	  in	  co-­‐ed	  groups,	  because	  she	  said	  we	  need	  to	  
stop	  that	  pressure	  between	  male	  and	  female	  because	  we	  felt	  similar	  about	  things.	  
We	  learned	  makeup,	  or	  about	  ourselves	  to	  feel	  confident.	  A	  different	  activity	  every	  
day.	  Then	  lunch.	  Then	  an	  hour,	  hour	  and	  a	  half	  where	  we	  did	  an	  activity.	  I	  took	  hip-­‐
hop	  classes	  every	  day-­‐	  we	  performed	  for	  the	  camp.	  Then	  we’d	  have	  another	  activity-­‐	  
then	  a	  snack,	  then	  another	  activity,	  then	  dinner.	  And	  then	  we’d	  go	  for-­‐	  night	  was	  free	  
roaming	  of	  the	  camp.	  Certain	  nights	  they’d	  have	  stuff	  planned,	  but	  generally	  it	  would	  
be	  bonfires	  with	  seats,	  and	  playgrounds,	  and	  the	  whole	  camp	  would	  meet	  in	  the	  
middle-­‐	  there	  were	  boundary	  lines	  for	  boys	  and	  girls.	  And	  we	  would	  just	  hang	  out-­‐	  
you	  could	  stay	  in	  your	  cabin	  if	  you	  wanted	  to	  if	  you	  didn’t	  want	  to	  go	  out.	  I	  didt	  hat	  
for	  a	  while.	  It	  was	  fun.	  We	  got	  to	  go	  to	  like,	  Sundays	  were	  a	  lazy	  day	  where	  you	  
didn’t	  have	  to	  do	  anything	  if	  you	  didn’t	  want	  to,	  but	  Sunday	  night	  there	  would	  be	  a	  
movie,	  or	  a	  dance,	  or	  capture	  the	  flag.	  Then	  we	  had	  color	  war.	  
	  
Tell	  me	  about	  that.	  
Cabins	  didn’t	  matter,	  you	  got	  picked	  out	  of	  a	  hat.	  The	  theme	  was	  Disney,	  so	  we	  were	  
Mickey	  Mouse.	  IT	  was	  an	  epic,	  week	  long-­‐	  everything	  that	  we	  did	  was	  tallied.	  
Basketball,	  softball-­‐	  for	  competition.	  Apparently	  I’m	  a	  master	  at	  capture	  the	  flag.	  
Won	  us	  the	  game	  which	  won	  us	  the	  tournament.	  	  People	  gave	  me	  deserts,	  and	  their	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snacks	  and	  stuff.	  Every	  Sunday	  night	  before	  we	  did	  our	  activity,	  we’d	  all	  go	  into	  the	  
auditorium,	  we	  would	  have	  camper	  of	  the	  week.	  They’d	  give	  a	  speech	  for	  the	  person	  
and	  why	  they	  picked	  them.	  And	  they	  called	  me	  up,	  and	  I	  wasn’t	  paying	  attention-­‐	  
you	  get	  a	  plaque,	  you	  get	  your	  picture	  taken-­‐	  because	  like,	  “while	  you	  couldn’t	  do	  
everything	  physically,	  you	  didn’t	  stop	  trying.	  You	  are	  the	  kids	  you	  want	  to	  come	  
here.”	  	  They	  knew	  my	  situation-­‐	  that	  my	  grandparent’s	  were	  paying	  for	  it	  and	  stuff.	  	  
	  
So	  color	  war	  was	  competitive?	  
Not	  everyone	  would	  compete	  in	  everything.	  They’d	  ask	  what	  you	  were	  good	  at-­‐	  but	  
it	  was	  broken	  down,	  as	  a	  whole	  as	  long	  as	  you	  were	  being	  active	  you’d	  get	  points.	  
You	  would	  get	  deductions	  for	  acting	  out	  of	  line.	  It	  was	  basically	  like	  Hogwarts.	  But	  
color-­‐	  was	  basically	  like	  one	  giant	  obstacle	  course	  across	  the	  camp,	  which	  is	  HUGE.	  
It	  would	  be	  like,	  a	  race	  to	  see	  who	  would	  do	  it	  faster-­‐	  you	  would	  have	  to	  run	  up	  a	  
hill,	  find	  somebody,	  and	  give	  them	  this,	  or	  how	  far	  can	  you	  throw	  the	  ball,	  and	  they’d	  
measure	  the	  total	  distance,	  and	  the	  distance	  =	  points.	  We	  were	  completely	  
segregated	  by	  color-­‐	  when	  we	  went	  to	  eat,	  we	  weren’t	  allowed	  to	  speak	  during	  meal	  
times	  or	  we	  got	  penalized.	  We	  had	  to	  sit	  in	  silence.	  They	  didn’t	  want	  us	  talking	  to	  the	  
enemy-­‐	  they	  didn’t	  want	  people	  taunting	  each	  other	  because	  it	  was	  the	  only	  
downtime	  we	  ever	  had.	  They	  didn’t	  want	  us	  to	  pick	  on	  each	  other,	  but	  they’d	  make	  it	  
like	  fun	  and	  competitive.	  We	  would	  have	  war	  paint	  on	  and	  stare	  at	  people.	  	  Lots	  of	  
intimidation	  tactics.	  It	  was	  a	  lot	  of	  staring	  down,	  or	  walk	  by	  and	  knock	  something	  off	  
the	  table.	  	  
What	  was	  it	  like	  doing	  the	  activities?	  
I	  didn’t	  care.	  	  You	  could	  tell	  some	  girls	  were	  uncomfortable.	  I	  was	  when	  I	  first	  got	  
there.	  I	  would	  always	  be	  in	  t-­‐shirts,	  really	  baggy	  sweatpants-­‐	  but	  by	  the	  end	  of	  the	  
summer	  I	  Was	  in	  short	  shorts	  and	  tank	  tops	  and	  my	  tummy	  was	  hanging	  out	  and	  I	  
was	  lovin’	  it.	  You	  go	  in	  like,	  everyone	  is	  gonna	  judge	  me	  and	  do	  this	  and	  in	  the	  end	  
you	  realize	  everyone	  feels	  the	  exact	  same	  way-­‐	  and	  you	  stop	  giving	  a	  fuck.	  A	  couple	  
girls	  got	  kicked	  out	  of	  camp	  for	  like,	  stealing,	  and	  contraband,	  sneaking	  into	  boys	  
camp.	  But	  it	  was	  nothing	  ever	  for	  anything	  bad.	  The	  one	  girl	  in	  our	  bunk	  stole	  from	  
all	  of	  us-­‐	  we’d	  ask	  for	  mascara,	  and	  she’d	  pull	  out	  our	  own.	  	  	  
So	  you	  went	  from	  being	  uncomfortable,	  to	  becoming	  comfortable.	  
Yeah.	  Every	  week	  in	  camp	  is	  equivalent	  to	  a	  month	  in	  real	  life.	  So	  eight	  weeks,	  is	  like	  
eight	  months.	  IT	  was	  a	  week	  after	  school	  ended	  then	  about	  two	  weeks	  before	  school	  
started.	  Kids	  would	  go	  for	  like,	  two	  weeks	  for	  a	  refresher,	  or	  the	  maximum.	  Some	  
kids	  would	  go	  for	  the	  maximum	  every	  summer-­‐	  some	  kids	  would	  gain	  the	  weight	  
back,	  some	  kids	  bonded	  so	  closely	  with	  everyone	  that	  was	  there,	  that	  you	  can’t	  ever	  
have	  that	  with	  other	  people.	  One	  of	  my	  best	  friends	  in	  the	  whole	  world,	  we	  could	  not	  
see	  each	  other	  for	  years	  and	  it’s	  like	  we	  never	  left.	  Me	  and	  another	  girl,	  we	  bonded	  
because	  everyone	  hated	  her	  because	  she	  was	  pretty.	  There	  was	  a	  lot	  of	  that.	  A	  lot	  of	  
jealousy.	  A	  big	  thing	  I	  learned	  from	  camp	  was	  how	  to	  talk	  to	  everybody-­‐	  there	  was	  
this	  kid	  at	  a	  fourth	  of	  July	  thing,	  he	  was	  sitting	  by	  himself,	  and	  Ariana	  said	  she	  was	  
gonna	  sit	  with	  him-­‐	  he	  was	  shy,	  kinda	  dorky-­‐	  so	  we	  did.	  And	  then	  our	  other	  friend	  
camp,	  and	  then	  someone	  else-­‐	  he	  became	  our	  best	  friend.	  It	  made	  me	  accept	  people	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more=	  seeing	  people	  and	  knowing	  I	  could	  go	  up	  to	  talk	  to	  them.	  What’s	  their	  story	  
and	  what’s	  their	  about.	  You	  don’t	  know	  their	  insecurities,	  or	  troubles.	  	  
	  
The	  mean	  girls	  in	  your	  cabins?	  
It	  was	  the	  three	  of	  us	  that	  they	  were	  mean	  to-­‐	  the	  girls	  in	  our	  bunk.	  It	  was	  isolated.	  
Didn’t	  happen	  in	  other	  bunks.	  We	  would	  hang	  with	  girls	  in	  other	  bunks.	  Heather,	  
was	  a	  girl	  we	  hung	  out	  with-­‐	  the	  thinner	  she	  got,	  the	  meaner	  she	  got,	  and	  got	  in	  with	  
the	  mean	  girls.	  She	  destroyed	  some	  really	  great	  friendships.	  	  
	  
So	  weight	  loss	  wasn’t	  super	  competitive	  but	  it	  might	  have	  been	  for	  some	  of	  the	  girls,	  
and	  color	  war	  was	  the	  most	  competitive-­‐	  
Yeah.	  They	  wanted	  us	  to	  have	  fun	  together,	  but	  also	  show	  us	  that	  the	  real	  world	  is	  
competitive.	  	  But	  like,	  show	  us	  that	  we	  could	  still	  love	  other	  people.	  They	  would	  
intentionally	  split	  up	  best	  friends-­‐	  me	  and	  Marley	  got	  put	  on	  different	  teams.	  We	  
couldn’t	  talk	  to	  them.	  And	  then	  at	  the	  end,	  we	  had	  a	  huge	  party-­‐	  a	  BBQ.	  On	  Sundays	  
on	  our	  lazy	  days	  we	  would	  have	  BBQ’s.	  You’d	  get	  1	  hot	  dog	  or	  hamburger,	  and	  
salads.	  And	  little	  sides	  because	  of	  the	  carbs	  in	  the	  bread.	  But	  we	  didn’t	  care	  because	  
we	  were	  sitting	  by	  bonfires	  with	  our	  friends,	  livin’	  it	  up.	  I	  got	  so	  tan	  that	  summer,	  it	  
was	  great.	  Towards	  the	  end	  of	  the	  summer	  our	  parents	  came	  to	  visit.	  
	  
Tell	  me	  about	  that.	  
They	  walked	  right	  past	  me.	  They	  didn’t	  even	  recognize	  me.	  I	  had	  lost	  like,	  thirty	  
pounds	  in	  four	  weeks	  and	  I	  was	  tan.	  I	  was	  like	  “hello?”	  and	  they	  turned	  like,	  oh	  my	  
god!	  They	  took	  me	  out	  shopping	  to	  the	  outlets-­‐	  parents	  were	  allowed	  to	  take	  us	  off	  
site.	  We	  went,	  they	  bought	  me	  a	  new	  outfit.	  We	  had	  to	  dress	  really	  nice.	  I	  think	  I	  lost	  
of	  total	  like,	  sixty	  something	  pounds	  that	  summer.	  The	  average	  weight	  loss	  was	  
40lbs.	  But	  there	  was	  a	  lot	  of	  girls	  with	  issues	  One	  of	  the	  girls	  was	  bulimic,	  so	  she	  
would	  eat,	  throw	  it	  up.	  She	  was	  heavy.	  And	  she	  would	  gain	  weight.	  She	  had	  to	  leave	  
camp	  2	  weeks	  early	  because	  she	  had	  a	  mental	  breakdown.	  She	  was	  one	  of	  those	  
overly	  obnoxious,	  trying	  to	  get	  sympathy	  instead	  of	  just	  being	  a	  genuine	  person.	  	  No	  
one	  wanted	  to	  deal	  with	  her,	  so	  she	  left.	  
	  
Was	  there	  a	  lot	  of	  eating	  disorder	  stuff?	  
A	  lot	  of	  body	  dysmorphia	  stuff-­‐	  mostly	  in	  the	  guys.	  You	  never	  really	  think	  of	  that	  
being	  like,	  a	  guy	  thing.	  There	  was	  a	  large	  handful	  of	  guys,	  who	  could	  eat	  second	  
portions	  cuz-­‐	  they	  were	  going	  through	  that	  phase,	  they	  were	  a	  little	  pudgy.	  It	  
bothered	  them.	  They	  thought	  in	  their	  mind	  they	  were	  huge.	  But	  they	  weren’t.	  	  
	  
Let’s	  go	  back	  to	  your	  parents-­‐	  
It	  was	  one	  day.	  It	  was	  fun-­‐	  they	  brought	  my	  sister,	  and	  she	  didn’t	  really	  like	  it	  too	  
much,	  she	  likes	  the	  attention.	  Which	  was	  uncomfortable	  for	  me.	  Like,	  the	  day	  before	  
my	  parents	  came	  to	  pick	  me	  up	  she	  had	  a	  breakdown	  and	  had	  to	  go	  to	  the	  hospital-­‐	  
it	  was	  like	  a	  chore	  for	  my	  parents.	  I	  had	  lost	  sixty	  pounds	  and	  we	  couldn’t	  even	  
celebrate	  me.	  	  I’m	  used	  to	  it.	  Everything	  I	  do.	  And	  it’s	  different	  things	  like	  that-­‐	  a	  lot	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of	  girls	  there,	  their	  family	  would	  come	  to	  visit	  but	  their-­‐	  if	  they	  had	  younger	  siblings,	  
they	  were	  with	  them.	  Then	  there	  were	  some	  where	  you	  could	  see	  they	  had	  a	  big	  
complex	  where	  their	  super	  athletic	  sisters	  would	  come	  and	  it	  would	  be	  
uncomfortable	  for	  them.	  You’d	  see	  them	  go	  from	  outgoing,	  to	  totally	  shy.	  It	  would	  
take	  a	  couple	  days	  for	  them	  to	  get	  out	  of	  that	  funk.	  It	  was	  sad.	  
	  
How	  did	  the	  counselors	  deal	  with	  stuff	  like	  that?	  
We	  had	  counselors	  on	  staff	  24/7.	  So	  if	  we	  ever	  needed	  someone	  to	  talk	  to,	  we	  would	  
just	  say	  something.	  And	  it	  was	  an	  environment	  where	  that	  was	  okay.	  My	  first	  couple	  
nights	  there,	  I	  would	  sit	  in	  bed	  and	  cry.	  And	  they	  would	  come	  sit	  with	  me,	  see	  what’s	  
up.	  Made	  me	  feel	  like	  I	  had	  someone	  to	  talk	  to-­‐	  even	  the	  counselors	  that	  were	  thin	  
made	  me	  feel	  comfortable.	  
	  
What	  about	  the	  thin	  ones?	  
They	  were	  all	  thin.	  But	  some	  of	  them	  used	  to	  be	  heavy-­‐	  one	  of	  them,	  she	  lost	  200	  
pounds,	  and	  kept	  her	  skin-­‐	  it	  was	  a	  reminder	  of	  who	  she	  was.	  	  
	  
What	  did	  girls	  wear	  during	  the	  day?	  
It’s	  just	  so	  damn	  hot.	  The	  least	  amount	  of	  clothes	  we	  could	  wear	  without	  getting	  in	  
trouble,	  essentially.	  	  The	  pool-­‐	  it	  was	  an	  issue-­‐	  at	  the	  beginning	  of	  the	  summer,	  all	  
those	  swim	  dresses	  but-­‐	  at	  the	  end	  of	  the	  summer,	  I	  was	  wearing	  someone	  elses	  
bikini	  and	  didn’t	  care.	  Towards	  the	  end,	  none	  of	  our	  clothes	  fit-­‐	  so	  we	  would	  depend	  
on	  someone	  else	  who	  lost	  weight	  to	  gives	  us	  clothes.	  Just	  to	  be	  nice	  girls	  would	  offer	  
clothes.	  And	  we	  would	  all	  like-­‐	  I	  learned	  it	  was	  way	  more	  social	  than	  another	  camp.	  
Everyone	  becomes	  like	  your	  family.	  Some	  girls	  were	  mean,	  and	  you	  could	  tell	  
because	  no	  one	  would	  talk	  to	  them	  and	  you	  could	  tell.	  By	  being	  mean	  they	  exiled	  
themselves	  from	  being	  able	  to	  enjoy	  camp.	  
	  
What	  was	  the	  boy	  situation?	  
Everybody	  dated	  somebody.	  I	  had	  like,	  three	  boyfriends.	  I	  had	  my	  first	  kiss	  at	  fat	  
camp.	  His	  name	  was	  Evan	  Mosovitz.	  His	  dad	  looks	  like	  albert	  Einstein.	  We	  dated	  for	  
2	  weeks-­‐	  2	  months	  in	  summer	  camp	  time.	  Our	  first	  kiss	  was	  like	  a	  movie.	  There	  was	  
a	  lot	  of	  animosity	  towards	  girls,	  for	  dating	  boys	  that	  other	  girls	  had	  already	  dated.	  
Girl	  on	  girl	  shit.	  For	  me,	  it	  wasn’t	  that	  big	  of	  a	  deal.	  I	  had	  like,	  3	  boyfriends	  at	  camp.	  
One	  of	  the	  guys	  I	  dated	  after	  camp.	  He	  had	  bad	  body	  dysmorphia-­‐	  a	  soccer	  player.	  
For	  the	  guys,	  it’s	  a	  lot	  harder	  to	  disclose	  their	  stuff	  to	  other	  guys,	  so	  they	  all	  had	  a	  
female	  friend	  to	  talk	  about	  stuff	  with.	  
	  
What	  about	  your	  friends?	  
They	  went	  on	  their	  own	  choice.	  It	  was	  Marley’s	  second	  year-­‐	  she	  came	  in	  2	  weeks	  
after	  the	  start	  of	  camp.	  The	  guys	  liked	  her	  because	  she	  was	  beautiful,	  and	  she	  got	  
along	  with	  me	  and	  the	  pretty	  girl.	  We	  were	  at	  trio.	  Other	  girls	  didn’t	  like	  that.	  Marley	  




Did	  you	  talk	  about	  weight	  stuff?	  
We	  talked	  about	  everything	  else.	  We	  all	  knew	  why	  we	  were	  there,	  and	  our	  issues-­‐	  
but	  this	  was	  our	  chance	  to	  talk	  about	  our	  everyday	  lives	  that	  we	  had	  never	  talked	  
about	  before	  because	  people	  didn’t	  understand	  the	  struggle	  of	  the	  fat	  kid.	  I	  finally	  
made	  relationships	  I	  wanted	  to	  make.	  All	  my	  friends	  at	  home	  were	  super	  super	  thin,	  
pretty,	  lots	  of	  boyfriends.	  I	  was	  the	  funny	  fat	  friend.	  Then	  you	  go	  to	  camp,	  you	  find	  
kids	  who	  have	  the	  same	  struggles	  as	  you.	  	  You	  were	  able	  to	  talk	  about	  things	  in	  life,	  
and	  they	  know	  exactly	  what	  you’re	  talking	  about.	  “Oh,	  I	  was	  in	  love	  with	  this	  guy	  for	  
2	  years	  and	  my	  BFF	  dated	  him”	  we	  could	  talk	  about	  things	  with	  each	  other	  and	  
understand	  why	  we	  feel	  this	  way.	  
	  
So	  your	  experiences	  as	  an	  overweight	  teen	  your	  friends’	  also	  understood-­‐	  and	  it	  wasn’t	  
a	  question	  of	  “I	  don’t	  know	  what	  that	  feels	  like”	  because	  they	  did.	  
Right.	  It	  was	  nice.	  Different.	  
	  
So,	  again,	  how	  did	  those	  relationships	  make	  you	  feel?	  
Good.	  I	  didn’t	  feel	  so	  alone.	  You	  always	  think	  “am	  I	  crazy	  for	  thinking	  this?”	  am	  I	  the	  
only	  one?	  And	  you	  get	  out	  of	  your	  natural	  environment	  and	  you	  get	  thrown	  in	  with	  
hundreds	  of	  kids	  with	  the	  same	  struggles	  and	  issues,	  and	  you	  finally	  have	  people	  
you	  can	  talk	  to-­‐	  you	  don’t	  get	  judged.	  We	  all	  had	  our	  own	  issues.	  But	  to	  be	  able	  to	  see	  
such	  a	  diverse	  group	  of	  people	  that	  all	  had	  significant	  insecurities	  in	  them	  made	  
them	  much	  easier	  to	  be	  around.	  
	  
If	  you	  had	  to	  compare	  camp,	  to	  high	  school,	  where	  would	  you	  draw	  the	  
comparison/differences?	  
It’s	  better	  than	  high	  school	  because,	  the	  things	  that	  people	  are	  being	  mean	  about	  
have	  nothing	  to	  do	  with	  your	  weight.	  Just	  because	  you’re	  overweight	  doesn’t	  mean	  
you’re	  all	  nice.	  There’s	  still	  cliques	  everywhere	  you	  go.	  You	  feel	  much	  more	  
comfortable.	  Makes	  you	  understand	  high	  school	  more.	  You	  get	  why	  people	  are	  
acting	  like	  this	  or	  that.	  The	  mean	  girls	  would	  break	  down,	  and	  they’d	  be	  vulnerable	  
and	  you	  know	  that	  just	  them	  being	  mean	  is	  a	  front.	  But	  in	  high	  school	  you’re	  never	  
gonna	  get	  that	  from	  people.	  I	  had	  one	  moment	  in	  HS,	  at	  prom,	  this	  popular	  girl	  came	  
up	  to	  me	  and	  told	  me	  she	  was	  jealous	  of	  me.	  “I	  was	  always	  really	  jealous	  of	  you,	  
because	  no	  matter	  where	  you	  were	  and	  what	  you	  were	  doing	  you	  were	  smiling	  and	  
you’d	  have	  somebody	  there.	  And	  you	  would	  always	  have	  people	  yelling	  down	  the	  
hallway	  and	  you	  could	  walk	  into	  a	  room	  and	  just,	  make	  friends.	  I	  could	  never	  do	  
that.	  You	  never	  gave	  a	  shit	  about	  what	  anyone	  thought	  of	  you	  and	  I	  couldn’t	  do	  that.	  
I	  was	  always	  so	  jealous	  of	  you.”	  She	  broke	  down.	  That	  was	  the	  only	  time,	  in	  camp,	  
we	  had	  moments	  like	  that	  all	  the	  time.	  	  You’d	  call	  people	  out,	  and	  talk	  to	  them	  about	  
it,	  and	  that’s	  the	  difference.	  Camp	  was	  like	  a	  second	  home.	  High	  school	  is	  like	  
torment.	  
The	  video	  was	  all	  about	  being	  your	  best	  self,	  and	  positive	  affirmations-­‐	  was	  there	  a	  lot	  
of	  that	  at	  camp?	  Or	  is	  it	  just	  something	  in	  the	  video?	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A	  lot	  of	  kids	  would	  push	  Bobbie	  away-­‐	  but	  girls	  would	  wake	  up	  early	  and	  go	  look	  in	  
the	  mirror	  when	  they	  thought	  no	  one	  was	  watching	  and	  say	  “you	  did	  good	  today.”	  
That	  positive	  reinforcement.	  They	  were	  embarrassed.	  But	  me,	  I	  went	  in	  every	  
morning	  and	  did	  it.	  I	  named	  my	  stomach.	  Tom.	  IT	  really	  does	  help.	  Everyday,	  we	  
would	  wake	  up	  and	  say	  one	  physically	  good	  thing	  about	  myself.	  I	  love	  that	  I’m	  gonna	  
do	  so	  much	  this	  week	  or	  whatever.	  Then	  every	  night	  we’d	  say	  something	  good	  we	  
did	  that	  day	  and	  why.	  It	  starts	  out	  superficial,	  but	  then	  it	  gets	  deeper	  as	  it	  goes	  on.	  “I	  
talked	  to	  this	  person	  today	  and	  it	  changed	  me	  and	  lalala”	  You	  want	  to	  care	  more	  
about	  others.	  Your	  own	  insecurities	  go	  out	  the	  window,	  and	  you	  start	  wanting	  to	  
make	  other	  people	  feel	  that	  way.	  	  Girls	  would	  say	  they	  hated	  things	  about	  
themselves,	  and	  you’d	  say	  “why?	  Because	  you	  don’t	  look	  like	  that?	  Who	  cares!	  Love	  
you,	  do	  you.”	  Bobbie	  would	  make	  us	  stand	  up	  and	  say	  what	  we	  don’t	  like	  ourselves.	  
And	  she’d	  ask	  why	  we	  were	  so	  hung	  up	  on	  our	  physical	  appearance.	  Then	  she	  would	  
say	  that	  doesn’t	  matter-­‐	  what	  don’t	  you	  like	  about	  you.	  Your	  insides.	  And	  how	  can	  
you	  change	  that.	  Why	  do	  you	  do	  that.	  Make	  us	  confront	  why	  we	  do	  things,	  and	  how	  
we	  can	  fix	  it	  to	  be	  a	  better	  person.	  People	  think	  it’s	  about	  your	  outward	  appearance,	  
but	  it’s	  about	  healing	  your	  insides.	  	  I	  love	  food.	  You	  know	  I’m	  upset-­‐	  it’s	  so	  easy,	  fast	  
food.	  Eating	  makes	  me	  happy.	  But	  when	  you	  don’t	  have	  that	  luxury	  you	  find	  other	  
ways.	  There	  was	  no	  electronics.	  No	  society.	  I	  found	  I	  could	  make	  myself	  better	  with	  
friendships	  and	  relationships.	  Talking	  to	  people.	  There	  wasn’t	  the	  social	  pressure	  to	  
look	  or	  feel	  a	  certain	  way.	  It	  was,	  are	  you	  happy	  with	  the	  way	  you	  look?	  Then	  who	  
cares	  what	  anybody	  else	  thinks.	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EXT. CAMP SHANE TRAILS – DAY 
 
KOHEL steps out of a mini-van with a duffle bag in hand. We HEAR “I love you!” 
and “good luck” from her parents. The door SHUTS behind her. Bustle surrounds 
her- it’s clear she missed bunk assignments. She looks around for someone in 
charge, finds DEB. Deb already knows her name- she’s the only camper who 
hasn’t checked in yet. WALK & TALK through the camp, to BUNK 12.  
 
INT. BUNK 12 - DAY 
Her BUNKMATES dress up a football. Deb tells them they have to get up and 
practice for the POWEDERPUFF FOOTBALL GAME THAT NIGHT.  




EXT. CAMP SHANE TRAILS – MAIN FIELD – DAY 
 
Bunk 12 practices for the game, around the other bunks. The boys practice 
cheerleading routines. While trying to catch the ball, she bumps into ROB, 
knocks him down. He’s sweet, and cute, and wearing a Pavement t-shirt. Kohel 
compliments it, gets called back to her team.  
 
EXT. CAMP SHANE TRAILS- MAIN FIELD – DAY 
 
Bunk 12 is a shit show. No one can throw the ball properly; some of the girls don’t 
even care. Kohel scopes out the other teams- notices that most are just as bad as 
they are- except for THE BEAUTIFUL GIRLS: Bunk #17. Not only are they great 
at football, they look great doing it. Graceful. Like ballerinas. Thick ballerinas, 
but ballerinas. Kohel looks to her team- pimply girls in Star Wars t-shirts whose 
skin hasn’t seen the sun since last summer. Kohel asks SOPHIE why they’re even 
bothering to practice. Sophie tells her that 1.) if they get caught standing still, 
they’ll have to run stairs and 2.) there’s a nice cream party with your brother 
bunk for whoever wins. Kohel casually asks if their brother bunk is Rob’s bunk, 
but alas- it’s another nerdy group. Sophie notices her despair. “Hey, at least 
there’s ice cream.”  
 
EXT. CAMP SHANE TRAILS – MAIN FIELD – DAY 
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It’s hopeless. Kohel tries to get the team to rally, but they lay on the ground 
instead.  
 
One of the girls from the bunk says she’s going to run to the bathroom, but heads 
towards bunk 17 instead. Weird. Kohel watches her for a moment, and then sees 
her sneak off with another Bunk 17 girl. Kohel starts to follow them- to the 
bathrooms- where the two barter an exchange- the girl from Bunk 12 gets handed 
REESES CUPS.  
 
DEB comes around, the girls beat it.  
 
 
She let’s everyone know it’s almost time for mid-day activity. Kohel tells Deb she 
has no schedule, Deb hands her one. Since she arrived late, she doesn’t get to 
make one. Her next activity is Be Your Best Self Class.   
 
INT. BUNK 12 – DAY 
 
Kohel splashes water on her face- looks at her stuff piled next to a bed that isn’t 
hers.  
 
EXT. CAMP SHANE TRAILS – MAIN FIELD- DAY 
 
Deb continues to rally people up- Kohel asks if it would be possible for her to hop 
into Bunk 17, since she still doesn’t have a bed or anything, and it wouldn’t be 
much trouble. Deb tells her absolutely not, but if there’s some chance that 




EXT. CAMP SHANE TRAILS – DAY 
 
Kohel pores over a map of the camp, looking for THE BONFIRE, where her next 
class is. Rob sees Kohel, catches up with her and asks where she’s headed-  she 
tells him. They walk together, he asks her name. Before she can answer, Miranda 
runs up behind them. Pulls Rob’s shoulder. Flirt-ily asks where he’s going, 
ignores Kohel’s presence. Rob shakes her off, turns back to Kohel instead. Kohel 
introduces herself. Miranda blows her off. Another BEAUTIFUL GIRL 
approaches the three. She smiles at Kohel. BRANDI- the head of Be Your Best 
Self, tells everyone to stop flirting. They head over to THE BONFIRE. 
 
EXT. BONFIRE – DAY 
 
Kohel introduces herself to the other beautiful girl, PAYTON. Miranda trails 
ahead of the two a little bit. She asks, even though they just met, if maybe they 
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could trade bunks. Payton asks what bunk she’s in, and Kohel tells her. Miranda 
starts to laugh, and scoffs at her. 
 
Everyone sits down for class. Sophie next to Kohel, Kohel next to Rob, Payton 
next to Rob, Miranda next to Payton.  
 
Brandi starts the class by asking a general question, “who would like to tell me 
why they’re here?” no one raises their hand, thus leading her to pick on someone 
at random. That person happens to be Kohel.  
 
Kohel stands up, starts to sheepishly tell her story, as she does, Miranda starts to 
scoff. Brandi picks on her- “Miranda, do you have something to add?” And boy, 
does Miranda. She starts to go at it with Kohel- make fun of her sheepishness, her 
having the audacity to ask to switch bunks, makes a fool out of her. Kohel tries to 
stand up for herself, but can only come up with one insult and it’s about 
Miranda’s body. Miranda laughs and adds one more super biting comment 
about what Kohel shared, and Brandi steps between the girls and takes them both 
to town. She’s not here for your bullshit. After Brandi’s done, and they move onto 
a new exercise- Miranda shoves Kohel. Kohel looks to Sophie, who scowls at 
Miranda. 
 
INT. DANCE HALL – DAY 
 
Kohel checks her schedule- she’s signed up for BALLROOM DANCING. She 
enters, MARC, the dance teacher, is Spanish, sexy, and excited to be there. Since 
no boys signed up for the class, the girls have to pair up with one another. Kohel 
sees Sophie is there. She says, much like everything else in her life, her parents 
make her take ballroom dancing. They start chatting during the dancing (which 
goes miserably) and Kohel complains about Miranda’s behavior. Jokingly says 
she’d like to seek revenge on her.  
 
EXT. DANCE HALL – DAY 
 
Sophie and Kohel leave dance class, sweaty as hell. As they walk, they see 
Miranda handing the girl who dealt the Reeses Cups a box of tampons. 
 




She’s in charge of the contra.  
 
EXT. MAIN FIELD – DAY 
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Bunk 17 tries to practice again but continues to flail with the football, while 
Sophie and Kohel divise a plan to get Miranda in trouble for smuggling in Contra.  
 
INT. BUNK 17 – DAY 
 
Everyone is at lunch. The girls sneak into Bunk 17. Do some digging- find the 
Contra, and start to move it onto Miranda’s bed.  
 
 
INT. CLEAN HALL – DAY 
 
Deb makes a comment that the girls are late for lunch, but gives them slack 
because it’s the first day. Kohel says the reason they’re late is because they 
found… a bag of CHEETOS on the ground outside Bunk 17.  
 
Deb confronts Bunk 17 and the girls are mum. She and Marc head to 
Bunk 17, leave the junior counselors in charge. It’s tense in the Clean 
Hall and everyone eats in silence.  
 
Deb comes back, pulls Bunk 17 outside.  
 
EXT. CLEAN HALL – DAY 
 
Deb tells the girls she found Contra on top of Miranda’s bed. A ton of it. They tell 
Miranda she has to grab her stuff. She asks if she’s getting kicked out and they 
don’t respond. She tells them she’s been framed but they tell her again to grab her 
stuff- she lost the right to bunk with the teens, and will be spending the 
foreseeable future with a pre-teen bunk (?)  
 
Sophie and Kohel look to each other, secretly high five. 
 
Marc takes Miranda down to the Camp Room. Deb returns inside- the girls snap 
back into eating. 
 
Deb approaches Kohel and tells her that it looks like they found a bunk for her. 
 
INT. BUNK 17 – DAY 
 
Kohel moves her stuff onto Miranda’s old bed. The girls ice her out. They’re 
getting ready for the powderpuff football game. They don’t even give Kohel the 
right shirt to wear. 
 
EXT. MAIN FIELD – DAY 
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Bunk 12 vs Bunk 17. Their respective brother cabins cheer behind them, dressed 
in their Cheer Captain finest. Deb blows the whistle and the girls start to hustle. 
Even though Bunk 12 is a mess, Bunk 17 is distracted, too. They’re putting all 
their physical focus on Kohel, knocking her around, hitting her, pushing her to 
the ground. Though they score some goals and are in the lead, they continue to 
channel all their negative energy on her. Bunk 12 is able to sneak a few by, 
because the girls are so preoccupied with Kohel. Finally, they shove Kohel into 
the ground one more time. The game is tied, 18/18 with 10 seconds on the clock. 
Kohel gets the ball. And she tosses it into the wrong goal. On purpose. 
 
Bunk 12 wins.  
 
 
INT. CLEAN HALL – DAY 
 
Bunk 12 is awaiting their ice cream eagerly with their brother bunk- they are 
handed PURPLE COLORED SLOP. Mags asks “what is this” and Deb assures 








INT. BUNK 17 – NIGHT 
 
Kohel enters her new bunk after taking a shower. Her bunkmates are MIA, 
probably down at the bonfire and her bed, and all of her stuff, is soaking wet.  
 
INT. CAMP HEADQUARTERS – NIGHT 
 
Deb does paperwork at her desk, Kohel barges in. Deb groans at her. Kohel asks if 
she can be moved back to her old bunk. Deb hands her the clipboard with Kohel’s 
bunk information. “figure it out.” 
 




INT. CAMP HQ – NIGHT 
 
Deb and Kohel stand in the auditorium, on a scale. Deb figures out her weight 
and the two start to talk about it. Deb asks why Kohel is here- Kohel gives her a 





INT. BUNK 12 – NIGHT 
 
Kohel knocks on the door and Sophie answers. Kohel has all her stuff and asks 
the girls if she can re-join. The girls ridicule her a little at first- the only reasons 
he wants to come back is because those other girls don’t like her. She says that’s 
not it. They tell her to prove it. 
 
INT. DEB’S OFFICE – NIGHT 
 
Deb leaves her office.  
 
EXT. CAMP – NIGHT 
 
Kohel watches from a bush. 
 
INT. DEB’S OFFICE – NIGHT 
 
Kohel sneaks in through a window. Opens the fridge. Finds the Contra- including 




INT. BUNK 12 – NIGHT 
 
She hands over the Contra, the girls welcome her in. 
 
They eat ice cream, laugh, and when someone yells lights out, Kohel makes 
herself comfortable on the floor. She takes a bite of a Twizzler and smiles.  
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